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Waking to T'imlax'aamit: Ground-Truthing the Indigenous Rainforests of British Columbia's 
North Coast 
Abstract: For many thousands of years, the rainforests of British Columbia's North Coast have 
been home to immense conifer trees, leafy shrubs, mosses, lichens, and the complex fungal 
communities that connect and support them. Guided by principles of balanced reciprocity, First 
Nations cultures have also thrived here for millennia, adapting these and other wild gifts into 
lesson systems of traditional ecological knowledge (TEK). Recently, the arrival of colonial 
industrialists, European settlers, and international migrants has disrupted the balanced flux of 
local ecological and economic activities. Considering injustices driven by Globalization, how 
can the Indigenous rainforests and their original residents teach newcomers to live respectfully 
and sustainably, and, how can Western thought accept holistic, long-term visions of home? 
Broadly interdisciplinary in scope, this poetry-prose-essay is a creative investigation of where 
critical questions lead through the Indigenous rainforest, uncovering true connections with a 
literary form that is as diverse and complex as its subject. 
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Introduction 
Thesis Overview 
The 'one' central idea that initiated this work was to investigate the possibility that the 
other-than-human realm of the North Coast rainforest provides the most sustainable or 
'correct' model for how human beings should live within its bounds. Considering the 
fact that Indigenous plants and their associates have evolved here through numerous 
glaciations and over many tens of thousands of years provides a theoretically reliable 
starting point from which to hypothesize that such long-term adaptation strategies 
demonstrate sufficient biological evidence that can be extrapolated to the human 
sphere and transformed into a set of philosophical as well as pragmatic principles. To 
this end, I devised a plan to study three local terrestrial plant-form species, piecing 
together a series of illustrations of their morphology, functions, and interactions from 
the forest floor up to the canopy. I chose the mountain hemlock (tree), the devil's club 
(shrub), and the blue chanterelle (fungus). These non-charismatic species were chosen 
due to their obscure qualities, being either relatively rare, overlooked, undervalued, or 
merely misunderstood. Yet each of these species are important components of forest 
health and biodiversity within their habitats and are culturally important for First 
Nations peoples. 
With these details in mind, the species were also chosen in consideration of 
the idea of the dissident, the outsider, the Other, and the outlier, which is a 
perspective I wanted to bring within my investigations, considering the spread of 
standardization and homogeneity that is occurring through globalization, even within 
First Nations communities and rural enclaves of Canadian society. Selecting these 
three species in particular was part of an intuitive attraction I had within the 
ecological understandings I developed, as I observed natural links between the 
interdependent ecological processes that occur at the upper, middle, and lower strata 
within a forest. My investigations also brought forth the story the "three sisters" of 
southwestern Indigenous cultures—the growing of com, beans, and squash—which 
symbolize how traditional knowledge has an intimate understanding of the values of 
interconnectivity and biodiversity. Linda Hogan explains that this knowledge came 
from an oral tradition that was nearly lost, and that the planting of these three species 
together maintains the richness of the soil in a natural way, as each plant aids the 
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others in growing to their fullest (61). The more I looked, the more sets of three I 
either found (or constructed), which nonetheless led me to repeatedly reveal this 
structure as a thematic symbol within the work. 
Up until recently, the conventional, dominant viewpoint of nature has been 
one of competition and survival of the fittest. Although these activities are obviously 
present, again, there are subtler, more nuanced, less noticeable interactions occurring 
that do not follow these methods. One of the primary themes within my original idea 
was that many kinds of fungi establish latched, mutualistic relationships with other 
species, and this concept reveals itself in many other larger 'biotic' situations of 
nature in general, as well as ways in which human beings live and work together. 
Subsequently, the concept of how fungal mycelia form myriad relationships to 
varying degrees with numerous other species within the forest floor becomes the main 
structural and theoretical metaphor and mode I employ in the writing. The 
interconnections of fungi within the forest floor mirrors the larger theoretical 
construct of British Columbia's North Coast, which is represented as a complex of 
interpenetrating relationships between the human and other-than-human realms. Of 
course, the mycelial 'connective' mode is not the only way of getting things done in 
the coastal rainforest. Critical theorists Gilles Deleuze and Felix Guattari propose a 
theory of "acentered systems," which they describe as "finite networks of automata in 
which communication runs from any neighbour to any other.. .defined only by their 
state at a given moment—such that the local operations are coordinated.. .without a 
central agency" (17). This idea is part of their "rhizomatic" theory of "assemblage," in 
which thought, action, and writing are considered as small, local gestures, ones that 
purposefully accumulate in a non-hierarchal manner, ones that circumvent, subvert, 
deny, or even utilize established institutional structures, all depending upon their 
nature being either detrimental or beneficial. This kind of critical focus provides an 
alternative to the conventional, reductive system of analysis, and affirms one of my 
themes: to recognize, investigate, and protect the biotic necessity for all of the minute, 
subtle, nuanced connections and means that often go unnoticed, yet that may be of 
deeper consequence than are revealed through conventional methods and motivations. 
At the same time, I believe that there is also a great deal of benefit to be found in the 
established institutions and the methods of critical inquiry that they promote. 
Additionally, the same is important and true for many of the diverse elements within 
human society, some of which are indeed represented in the stable, venerable forms 
3 
that bear a great deal of similarity to the tree, which possesses its emblematic function 
and idea of rootedness. 
To my way of thinking, in order to express both soundness and integrity, a 
critical and creative work centred in the North Coast should consider the deeper 
ecological history of the land, the pre-contact history and culture of its Indigenous 
peoples, and its contemporary technological society. I have inquired into various 
literary and literal manifestations of the region's diverse cultures, individual thoughts 
and their expressions, assessing this breadth in order to uncover those elements that 
are participatory, those that provide for and benefit sustainable growth and renewal, 
and those that work oppositely to disrupt or destroy the health of relationships. This 
theme becomes another trivalent mapped onto the first. 
How the various examples, scenarios, and episodes I explore and detail within 
this second theme came to be considered and included can be explained with a 
simplified overview of the natural process by which mycelia interconnects within the 
forest floor: Filaments of hyphaeic inquiry reach out in all directions from the initial 
point of questioning—the spore of the idea—where they engage with the roots, 
rhizomes, and large or small pieces of coarse woody debris (CWD) that are 
encountered within the sphere of their growth across the fertile field of investigation. 
From a critical standpoint, I sought out every text I could find that dealt specifically 
with cultural material within my study area, utilizing university catalogues and 
databases and the advice of scholars; some texts I happened upon by chance in 
bookstores; and the many experiences I detail are just part of my lived experience. 
Next, the question of context and focus arises, this being, why the North 
Coast? A first response to this is purely personal, as this has been the region that has 
always drawn my attention and enthusiasm the most. And, as I hope to demonstrate, 
another reason is the fact that the North Coast situation is the most ecologically, 
socially, and economically complex in the province, which is likely why I was drawn 
to it so strongly in the first place. Here is where the most prominent First Nations 
land-claim struggles have been and are being undertaken. As well, historically, this 
region has been the most volatile industrial and cultural zone of the province; a huge 
forest industry has risen and almost completely collapsed here in the space of less 
than 100 years, and consolidation schemes and overfishing have led to a drastic 
decline in commercial fishing within the same period. Human communities on the 
North Coast persist within a spectrum of extreme wealth and immense profit-taking 
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on the one side, and, on the other, impoverished conditions like those generally 
experienced in the Third World. For me, the North Coast is the most interesting 
human and natural place imaginable, and I take this personal potential for imaginative 
thinking and writing to be the primary impetus and motivation for engaging with this 
topic, this region, and this work. 
1) Interdisciplinary intentions 
If we try to think about everything together, the world becomes overwhelming 
and too complicated. The problem is that the world is overwhelming and 
complicated, and if we simplify our knowledge systems too much, without 
making an effort to recognize them as enduring parts of an enormous whole, 
we do ourselves and our environment serious harm. (Turner Earth's 180) 
This statement by ethnobotanist Nancy J. Turner speaks directly to the broad-ranging, 
connective approaches that I have utilized in the writing of this work. Rather than 
focussing upon one solitary theme within particular bounds, like the arborescent 
concept of a solitary tree, I admit to having taking on a task that is overwhelming and 
too complicated. Yet, as Deleuze and Guattari state, "[t]hought is not arborescent, and 
the brain is not a rooted or ramified matter" (15). Within the brain, there is "a 
discontinuity between cells, the functioning of the synapses," and it is rightly "a 
whole uncertain, probabilistic system" (ibid). This is the perspective I take upon the 
concept of how numerous spheres of the natural world work, and how human cultures 
tend to or often operate within this complex reality. There is a paradox of great 
unpredictable change—'a seeming chaos'—ongoing amidst an established formation 
of constantly reviving and renewing continuity. Again, this overwhelming breadth of 
contradiction and complexity is precisely what I mean to sort through, hardly with the 
goal of organizing it all into a final coherence, but to illustrate and hopefully reveal 
what exists within an outward-spreading network of sharing, exchanging mycelial 
connection, through rhizomatic eruptions in momentarily fertile territories, all 
expressed through a literary means that mimics these processes, perhaps also within 
something that takes on the tree-like form of a kind of book (the bound thesis). The 
theoretical nature of this work becomes about multiplicity itself, which, as Deleuze 
and Guattari write, is "defined by the outside: by the abstract line.. .according to 
5 
which [multiplicities] change in nature and connect with other multiplicities" (9). I 
see this work in this light: as being what it points to beyond itself, as it moves, 
repeatedly, by necessity, in directions of inquiry, where each transect or line of 
thought meets with another perspective, another worldview, another sphere of 
thought. All of this adds up to highlighting the concept and reality of biodiversity, 
gathering up the strands of the interdisciplinary, connecting the lives within the 
multiplicity, those that thrive and survive in the real world. 
Envisioning this sense of the multiplicity within their call to further broaden 
the interdisciplinary nature of ecocritical discourse, Cara Cilano and Elizabeth 
DeLoughrey propose that relationships within the otherwise discreet, parallel 
discourses of ecological science, postcolonial theory, history, literature, anthropology, 
psychology, philosophy and various other spheres can be coherently analysed and 
brought to the construction of innovative conceptualisations and new prescriptive 
models. The authors propose that the key is to call the most prominent attention to 
inclusiveness, which I consider here as the activity of drawing forth and nurturing as 
many connections and viewpoints as possible within the dynamic of the North Coast's 
historic, geographic, ecologic, and geopsychic properties (77). Cilano and 
DeLoughrey stress that all peoples, all particulars of culture, every voice must be 
brought to the table in order to first gather an understanding of perspectives before the 
work of evaluating and synthesizing complex epistemologies between human and 
other-than-human relations can be undertaken, before policies and practices can be 
instituted (79). Cilano and DeLoughrey posit that the best ecocritical work is 
interdisciplinary, transnational, and comparative, and the authors give examples and 
clarifications, whereby scientific discourses must come to work with the social 
sciences and still other spheres, yet without creating only greater hierarchies of 
knowledge, and also without depoliticising the history of the construction of Western 
knowledges within Indigenous lands (73-74). Although complicated and daunting, I 
undertook to embrace the broad compass of this philosophical and ethical framework, 
taking it as the research and writing regime within which I have sought to complete 
this work. Additionally, Cilano and Deloughrey's holistic, ethical regime mirrors the 
interconnected web of life pattern that comprises the system I have chosen to 
investigate within the forest floor of the coastal rainforest. Although there is much 
value to be found in intensely focused, specialized examinations, my aim here is to 
pull together a creative aggregate of personal and academic perspectives, various 
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junctures of lived experiences, and reveal the connectivity across a broad field of 
critical analysis, one that synthesizes the myriad qualities of the matrix of culture and 
life that makes up the North Coast relationship. 
2) Indigenous perspectives and 'local' history 
Decolonization theorist and educator Linda Tuhiwai Smith brings the negative effects 
of Western history and colonialism under sharp scrutiny in this discussion of 
alternative methodologies for research and analysis. Tuhiwai Smith constructs an 
Indigenous schema for decolonization and cultural revival, one that operates in 
response to the institutionalized paradigms of imperialism and colonialism, seeking to 
operate independent of Western modes, which include the established parameters of 
language, conceptualism and theory. Her work aims to reconstruct, revitalize and re-
privilege Indigenous voices, cultures, and authorities, bringing academic scrutiny and 
rigour to aid the reclamation of control over Other ways of knowing and being. More 
recently, anthropologist Shawn Wilson has presented work on Indigenous research 
methods and methodologies for decolonization of assimilated individuals and 
cultures, affirming the importance of relationship and connection as being the 
fundamental aspect of life, even in the constantly evolving context of our 
contemporary existence. 
At times, some traditionally minded First Nations' communities and 
individuals may be perceived as sentimentalizing ideas of persistence within 
respectful, sacred, and inalienable concepts and practices of traditional culture. Yet, if 
we consider the entrenched pressures of conventional Canadian society and 
generations of both forced and coerced assimilation into a globalized economy, there 
is a distinct and disquieting tension between veneer representations of Indigeneity and 
more concrete, responsible activities, those that express living tenets of cultural and 
ecological respect. Abuses of both the environment and human beings are well 
documented within the lives of both historical and contemporary First Nations as 
much as they occur for similar and also quite different reasons within the settler and 
contemporary immigrant spheres of Canadian society. Considering these 
qualifications, there are indeed a great many First Peoples on the North Coast who do 
attempt to live according to variety and persistence of traditional practices. In addition 
to those authors earlier mentioned, author and cultural specialist N. Scott Momady, 
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poet and ecocritic Gary Snyder, author and educator Lee Maracle, Indian Affairs 
worker Alan Fry, Canadian assistant crown attorney and author Rupert Ross, artist 
and author Art Wilson, anthropologist Keith J. Basso, anthropologist Fikret Berkes, 
anthropologist and educator E. Richard Atleo, anthropologists Charles R. Menzies 
and Caroline Butler, and anthropologist Shawn Wilson, all insist that continuing 
practices of traditional culture are essential to the identity and survival of First 
Peoples. The authors also express the necessity for First Peoples themselves to 
critically evaluate the negative and positive cultural practices of Western society and, 
within varying degrees of responsibility and ability, to embrace and renew principles 
and practices of traditional Indigenous teachings within the parametres of their lives 
in contemporary existence, within or apart from Canadian society. 
Indigenous literature specialist Roger Dunsmore explores the concept of 
traditional ecological knowledge and wisdom (TEKW) and related First Nations' 
concepts, discussing the importance of gifting, reciprocity, egalitarianism and respect 
for nature, as they appear in both historical and contemporary indigenous writings and 
thought. Nancy J. Turner, Leslie M. Johnson, John Corsiglia, Thomas F. Thornton, 
and James A. McDonald are ethnoecologists and anthropologists who have 
investigated TEKW as a contemporary model for sustainable practices in both the 
traditional, Storied Land and in the industrialized landscapes of Canada, as well as 
investigating Indigenous senses of being and dwelling, all with a particular focus 
upon North Coast issues and its First Peoples. My own investigations into TEKW, as 
well as into contemporary and historical First Nations cultures on the North Coast, led 
me almost directly to the Gitxsan's mythical/historical city-state of T'imlax'aamit 
(which one pronounces roughly in English as 'Damelahamid'). Each of the numerous 
historical oral narratives of T'imlax'aamit involves serious and often harsh lessons 
learned from the negative consequences of human abuses of the environment and 
animals (Hagbegwatku 25). As such, this narrative cycle came to figure naturally and 
prominently as not only a vehicle for investigating First Nations' cultures on the 
North Coast (considering the fact that all of the T'imlax'aamit narratives have 
analogues in each of the neighbouring cultures) but they also reflect (in more than just 
structure) the metaphors I had devised with forest health, maintenance, and succession 
serving as models for human behaviour. For example, parasitic fungi attack living 
trees and in some cases take down entire forests; afterwards, saprophytic fungi 
consolidate this changed environment and decompose the woody material, 
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transforming it into reusable materials; next, the mycorrhizal fungi rebuild and 
reestablish partnerships with new cycles of trees and plants, utilizing this recycled 
material. Eventually, a wholly new forest is created, built upon the legacy of the 
previous forest's minerals and nutrients. This is remarkably similar to the structure of 
the T'imlax'aamit narratives, where a large group of people grow lazy and make 
mistakes, and after repeated threats, some supernatural force in nature destroys the 
majority of the population, and a wiser select few start over again, building up to 
repeat the same scenario, over and over again. In addition to the authors listed above, 
my investigations into Gitxsan, Xaaydaa (Haida), Tsimshian, Tlingit and other 
Indigenous cultures include the work, ideas, and studies of anthropologist Richard 
Daly (who worked extensively on an ethnography for the Delgamuukw Plaintiffs), 
anthropologist Marius Barbeau, hereditary Gitxsan chief Hagbegwatku (Chief 
Kenneth B. Harris) and anthropologist Frances M. Robinson, anthropologist Susan 
Marsden, journalists Terry Glavin, all of whom deal extensively with studies of the 
disruptive activities in the relationship with the Storied Land on the North Coast, in 
particular in consideration of the Gitxsan's mythical Utopia of T'imlax'aamit and 
historical conflicts between the Tlingit and Tsimshian that resulted in various peoples 
being absorbed within Gitxsan communities. 
3) Immigrant and Western perspectives: Critiques of consumption, materialism, 
globalization, industrialization and work. 
Social theorist Gregory Bateson, in his primary text, brings Western thinking to the 
concept of the "ecology of mind," in which he contrasts creative, generative thought 
and action with its opposite, the "ecology of bad ideas," where the destructive 
thoughts and activities of humans affect the environment not just in the material 
sense, but in a mental and emotional sense (484). Bateson gives evolutionary and 
philosophical consideration to the fact that humankind is the one species which 
modifies its environment in order to suit its needs rather than modifying itself to adapt 
to the environment. Through processes of utilizing un-natural mechanisms of 
technology, humans disrupt and destroy the environment, even, as Bateson kindly 
puts it, with "the best of conscious intentions" (446). 
In considering the situation in which Western industrial society finds itself 
after generations of repeating various versions of this destructive practice—mired in 
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the dominant regime of Western consumerism—psychologist Tim Kasser investigates 
the subsequent negative effects of the culture of materialism that have mostly replaced 
our overwhelmed and smothered 'Indigenous' sense of connection to and respect for 
the environment. Analysing decades of empirical studies related to feelings about self 
and society in relation to consumption, Kasser distinguishes between extrinsic and 
intrinsic values, revealing what are negative and positive motivations and outcomes as 
expressed in a sense of well-being (61). These negative extrinsic drives are generally 
self-involved indulgences that utilize material things brought from without to fulfil a 
supposed 'need' within; and the positive intrinsic drives are generally not directed at 
the self or achieved through outside sources, but come through decision-making, 
conceptualization, and evaluation within the individual, and most often involve a 
value of non-material association in relationships or with community and the 
environment (78). Kasser outlines prescriptive means for value shifts from the 
evidence of numerous international psychological studies. 
One important detail that relates in particular to ideas of materialism and the 
loss of intrinsic-oriented values is the situation of how globalization forces and work 
affect the individual, and here sociologist Richard Sennet analyses the increasing 
problems of worker issues in what he calls the new capitalism, which falls within the 
contemporary modes of the ideology of neoliberalism within the phenomenon of 
globalization. Sennet describes the purposeful methodologies of corporations that 
construct work situations of dislocation, steadily increasing job insecurity, and the 
evaporation of all moral identity, all of which directly illustrate the history and 
community legacy of the forestry industry all over the North Coast (138). 
Coming back to ideas of Bateson and others, and moving from the direct 
infrastructure problems of industry itself into the deeper, hidden ecological 
consequences of industrialization upon both human and other-than-human 
communities, economists Herman Daly, philosophers Paul M. Wood and Laurel 
Waterman, Raj Patel, and academic and ecosocialist activist Joel Kovel engage with 
ideas considering the developing discipline of ecological economics. Each of the 
authors looks at negative outcomes related to industrial consumer society, 
globalization, environmental issues, and problems inherent to our current democratic 
system that are related to notions of corporatism, and the ideology of capital and 
industrial practice. Investigating the ecological and social costs and injustices of 
Western production and consumption, Wood, Waterman, and Patel analyse the policy 
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decisions of governments that regulate decision-making, uncovering the 'truer' costs 
of Western capitalist society, revealing that most of these are carried by both the 
Third World and the environment as social and ecological deficits and destruction. 
The authors discuss revised costs of consumer production that integrate social and 
environmental costs, notions of downstream effects and invisible hand processes. As 
well, the authors uncover many historically ignored, often purposefully hidden 
legacies of both conscious and unconscious denial and degradation, all of which 
continue as primary factors of'business as usual' within capitalist society. And, 
connecting with my next sphere of inquiry, social theorist and activist Jane Jacobs 
provides her studied analysis of the reflections and similarities between human 
economies. In order that human beings might effectively and more productively 
manage economic structures and other-than-human economies, Jacobs argues and 
provides evidence for how the environment and its ecological systems provide ready, 
measurable models and a number of principles for sustainability. 
4) Western Ecology and Forest Science 
One more fundamental aspect of research involved in this discussion is that of 
Western ecological science, and here I focus upon literature and personal experience, 
both of which engage with forest science specific to the North Coast, particularly in 
regards to activities that occur at the level of the forest floor. Here, roots, rhizomes, 
and mycelia operate in response to and conjunction with various other organisms and 
system functions. My investigations centre mainly upon the maintenance and 
regulatory activities of fungal communities that work together with and in response to 
communities of insects, bacteria, and nematodes, all of which are founded and 
dependent upon the wealth of decomposing plant matter and coarse woody debris 
(CWD). CWD takes the form of snags, deadfalls, nurse logs, and all of the smaller 
dimensions and varieties of wood fragments which are often referred to, 
unfortunately, as tree 'litter.' In terms of primary texts, forest biologist Chris Maser 
provides a holistic approach for considering the consequence and value of the 
interconnected processes of succession and food webs that are vital to forest and 
ecosystem health, and soil scientist K. A. Armson provides rigorous examinations and 
analyses of the dynamic matrix of activities and organisms involved in the creation 
and productivity of forest soils. Contemporarily, forest biologists Thomas A. Spies 
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and Sally L. Duncan have collected work which brings together current thinking and 
studies on the science of old growth forests across the Pacific Northwest. Spies 
provides an updated synthesis of old growth myths and current scientific studies, 
exploring the values of distinctive features like live and dead standing trees, snags, 
and fallen trees (31-43). Forest biologist Bruce G. Marcot writes a review of the 
diversity and ecological roles of "wood decay elements" (WDEs, essentially the same 
as CWD) in healthy PNW forests (12). Forest biologists Roberta Parish and Joseph 
Antos explore stand dynamics in ancient montane forests of coastal BC. Uncovering 
the key growth and persistence features of forests typical to the North Coast, Parish 
and Antos conducted a detailed inventory of live and dead, standing and downed 
material, collating the long-term history and structural details and consequences of the 
small-scale patch dynamics that perpetuate the kinds of wind- and storm-regulated 
stands (562). Botanist and earth historian Richard J. Hebda and geographer Cathy 
Whitlock provide detailed literature about the environmental history of the North 
Coast, revealing the development of the rainforests along the coast, from the last 
glaciation period to the present. Mycologists Nicholas P. Money and Paul Stamets 
reveal the relationships of decomposing agents like saprophytic fungi, associative and 
regulative species like mycorrhizal fungi, and the overall importance of mycelia to the 
generative and renewal structures of forest ecosystems. Fish and wildlife biologist 
Barry R. Noon argues for industrial forest management to adopt a systems 
perspective, pointing out the necessity to consider the matrix of dynamic processes 
that occur over great temporal scales (48). 
Considering recent studies that reveal the critical importance of anadromous 
salmon to terrestrial forest ecosystems, Gordon H. Reeves and Peter A. Bisson discuss 
the adaptive capabilities of salmonids to the perpetually evolving conditions of natal 
streams, arguing for the preservation and maintenance of the complexity and 
variability that only the oldest kinds of forest ecosystems can provide, and the 
necessity for retaining downed wood legacies in order to provide the complex 
conditions necessary for healthy natal stream matrices (9). Research biologist Tom R. 
Reimchen has conducted decades of research into the unique and rare Nitrogen 15, a 
marine-derived isotope that is found almost exclusively in ocean systems and is 
brought into terrestrial riparian vegetation by spawning salmon (64). Reimchen argues 
that 15N is fundamentally important to the health of terrestrial forest ecosystems, and 
mass spectrometer analyses have revealed that in ideal conditions at peak salmon 
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returns, up to 80 % of the yearly nitrogen budget of Sitka spruce appears to have been 
derived from salmon nutrients left over from scattered carcasses deposited by animals 
such as bears and ravens (66). Reimchen hypothesizes that the 80-90 % reduction in 
salmon returns over the last 100 years due to overfishing and deforestation will have 
ecosystem-level consequences for riparian forests all along the North Coast (ibid). 
Almost conversely, while I sought to affirm the notion that there are 
outstanding principles within the natural world that demonstrate models for practical 
human behaviour and sustainable ways of living, I also came to understand the idea 
that science is only vaguely or partly capable of actually performing many of the tasks 
required to reveal and demonstrate the existence of these principles and models. 
Along this line of inquiry, eminent science scholar, linguist and philosopher Thomas 
S. Kuhn explains how the paradigms of investigation and discovery by scientific 
method tend to operate as revolutions, whereby "non-cumulative developmental 
episodes" essentially invade, displace and replace older established paradigms "in 
whole or in part with incompatible new paradigms" (92). The way that conventional 
science itself works reflects the colonization model of invasion, eradication and new 
settlement, and bears little in common with how old growth ecosystems on the North 
Coast function (unless, of course, we consider a bedrock-scraping glaciation episode 
of many thousands of years to be a non-cumulative development, and even in this 
case many of the species that re-colonize the site are the same species that inhabited it 
in the first place). But this is only the start of finding gaping holes in science. 
Resource sociologist Denise Lach provides a critical view upon the venerability of 
ecological science itself, where Lach states that, "in all but the most trivial of cases, 
science does not produce logically disputable proofs about the natural world" (235). 
In a discussion with Derrick Jensen, historian, zoologist, and medical scientist David 
Ehrenfeld states that we "can't learn something that is unlearnable," and, that, 
"[b]ecause we don't understand the way the world works, we also don't understand all 
of the sources and origins of goodness" (84, 85). These few indications provide a 
glimpse into the idea that scientific data alone is not enough to provide prescriptions 
and principles, and that human judgement and decision-making should play an equal 
role. For one, geographer and environmental engineer Jim Proctor proposes that a new 
approach to nature will be built on a renewed sense of science together with religion 
(113). As stated similarly by ethnobotanist Turner, Proctor believes that nature is 
"wonderfully complex and ultimately irresolvable," and he posits that it is the 
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composite ambivalence—"both strengths"—of religion and science that will provide 
the paradox necessary to instil a proper sense of humility for human beings in relation 
to their future dealings with the environment (ibid). I would qualify Proctor's simpler 
statement only by adding that a diversity of spiritual or philosophical worldviews and 
ethics be discussed in combination with scientific rigour and an interdisciplinary 
breadth of education. 
5) Ecocritical theory 
As we move from economic values in industrial forestry, scientific values in 
ecological science, moral and ethical values in religion and philosophical worldview, 
to aesthetic values in literature and education, Allan Johnston argues for a structure by 
which art, ethics, and political activism come together in a theoretical framework. 
Here, aesthetic experience is considered as not distinctly human, realized instead as an 
intensification of natural phenomenon, thereby creating a form of ecologically based 
perception. Within this perspective, the landscape—and especially the Storied Land— 
establishes itself as a self-informing system that perceives itself in both the artist and 
the cultural agent, who then responds with appropriate duties towards maintaining a 
biocentric ethic (21, 23). This idea presents an ethical synthesis through which the 
previous themes and details are weighed and circumscribed. 
This idea aligns well with the thinking of social theorist and psychoanalyst 
Felix Guattari, who conceives of a new vision for cultural production and societal 
reform, one that is eco-logical, "concerned only with the movement and intensity of 
evolutive processes" (44). Together, Gilles Deleuze and Felix Guattari propose 
systems of thinking, writing, and cultural reform that can adapt to models provided by 
wild species and processes, in particular the improvisational, adventitious structural 
and growth properties of rhizomatic plant forms. Here, generative ideas begin only 
where connections with life-giving properties accumulate, allowing for chaotic, 
impromptu, necessity-based conceptualizations. This is a 'Veritable becoming"— 
open, connectable, detachable, reversible, with multiple lines of communication 
running from neighbour to neighbour, defined by their thriving state at a given 
moment. And, as it happens, all of these are to be found in examples of life that occur 
throughout the rainforest floor and in the salmon streams of riparian zones (11, 17). 
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Further to these concepts and earlier ideas, ecocritic Gioia Woods engages the 
notion of a unified co-operation between science and literature, within a concept she 
describes as "Sci-Animism" (200). Here, the author investigates C.P. Snow's earlier 
concept of the "third culture," which proposes co-operation between science and 
literature, whereby they enter a democratic and fecund exploration with one another 
(205, 200). Woods notes that the questioning endeavours at the core of much of 
science are often the most valuable ambiguities and uncertainties it can produce, just 
as in art, yet not only toward enabling relationships between the spheres, but in 
perpetuating activities that are necessary, forceful, and political (200,201). 
Taken together, the above notions illustrate ecocritic David Landis Barnhill's 
description of the generalized themes of nature writing. Here, the author has analysed 
and drawn together formerly disparate elements into a unified ecosystem 
methodology, one that engages the following elements: 1) accounts of nature, 2) 
personal experience, 3) social experience, 4) philosophy, 5) ecological consciousness, 
6) philosophy of language, 7) philosophy of the human, 8) ecosocial politics, 9) praxis 
and policies, and 10) spirituality. This interdisciplinary list provides a theoretical 
system of checks and balances for negotiating the complex interconnections found in 
a holistic interdisciplinary discussion, one that includes the postcolonial in balance 
with the biocentric and eco-logical, the human social sphere of globalization in 
response to the Indigenous worldview of North Coast peoples, recognizing the 
Otherness of decolonization perspectives and TEKW, as well as numerous other 
principal perspectives, such as ecological science and anthropology, economics and 
psychology, and numerous other highly specialized spheres. 
Bringing all of these concepts together, ecocritic Randall Roorda considers the 
breadth of the political, ecological and social dynamic in both theory and practice 
through the lens of nature writing and reading, drawing attention to the strength that 
lies in what he calls the "participatory-ecocritical," and which can be summed up in 
the lived activities ofparticipatism (73). Roorda proposes an idealistic schema 
whereby the passive reader at first observes, gradually becomes an educated and then 
an active ethical or political witness in reading, and then hopefully an active 
participant in writing, eventually coming to perform direct roles in activities that have 
relevance and consequence, changing reality and the world (74). Roorda's concept 
encourages greater directness and interchange toward the creation of ethical 
motivations that will potentially move the insular, vicarious reader to become an 
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activist, and then move to the supra-community of "wildness," where they can 
actually "grow-up" and take on the responsibilities of relationship within the 
development of a biocentric worldview (77). "Such values are correctives to 
dualism," Roorda argues, and nature experience—first in reading, then writing, then 
actual encounter, also cultivates a diversity that is both biological and cultural (ibid). 
Considering the North Coast, there is purpose for the benefit of creating a 
renewed productivity of consciousness in the relationship where the other-than-human 
realm, First Nations communities and Canadian society all either fruitfully interface, 
live indifferent simultaneous existences, or conflict sharply as distinct spheres. 
Challenges in re-imagining ways of living are crucial to this kind of project. Reaching 
to the most fundamental principle of the issue, poet and essayist Don McKay re-
discerns the concept of wildness, describing it as an interior state of being, one that is 
"a sort of readiness, a species of longing which is without the desire to possess" (Vis 
26). Here, wild is not a negative perception, one that does not denote the "unstable, 
indeterminate, and insecure;" instead, wild is the acceptance of these elements as 
crucial factors within the necessary and uncertain work of being vigilant and creative 
within a healthy, holistic, long-term relationship (ibid). It is precisely the difference 
and the confusion that arises in the face of Otherness, the Alien, and even the Original 
that we must accept, embrace, and nurture if we hope to call the North Coast, or any 
place, home. Don McKay stresses that these revised perceptions of the wild are living, 
momentary examples of how change manifests itself, and that this is the point where 
we discover where new poetry, new activism, new relationships, new cultures, and 
new policies are created (71). McKay argues that accepting and nurturing this sense of 
the wild rejuvenates ways of dwelling and being, where human beings realize their 
place within place. The embrace of the wild can initiate a biocentric worldview, one 
that incrementally destabilizes the forces of hegemonic authority within the 
globalization and industrialization of both culture and environment; this work puts all 
false authorities at risk, those that seek to profit from both human repression and 
ecological destruction, and this work is where we can become, as McKay aptly 
describes, the newly-revised "citizenfs] of the frontier" (87). This is the "Real Work" 
that eminent poet and ecological writer Gary Snyder points to, which is what our 
ancestors used to perform, and which is the activity to which we all need to return 
(Ecology 4). The Real Work is the activity of living well and respectfully, it is the 
most essential participatism; it is "manifesting in ourselves the integrity of the wild," 
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where we live as we promote and protect the natural world, thriving in such a way as 
to "check the destruction of the interesting and necessary diversity of life on the 
planet" (Ecology 10, Real 82). 
6) Literary theory and formal considerations 
This work seeks to draw a broad-ranging and highly-personalized literary or 'deep 
map' of relationships and connections within the geographical area of the North Coast 
of British Columbia, but it also extends to include experiences of peoples in southeast 
Alaska, as well as concepts and theories with an international scope. I start where my 
own personal investigations into the region began, within my personal experience and 
my initiation into industrial forestry. First, I explore ideas of the coastal western 
hemlock (CWH) zone; then, I cross the official lines and move deeper, to Other, more 
elusive and dynamic perceptions and experiences of the North Coast. I consider the 
variety of threads of thought, philosophies, and writings that 'latch up,' engaging in 
critical evaluations of the intersections and interconnections. I work my way by 
rhizomatic eruption and mycelial connection throughout the forest floor of the work, 
meeting a few tree root concepts along the way, synthesizing information in order to 
separate those which nurture and embrace the idea of the North Coast relationship 
from those which disrupt or destroy. 
As I attempt to express and reflect on the previously discussed theoretical and 
conceptual ideas within the diversity and connective nature of the literary form itself, 
I would point to William Least Heat-Moon's PrairyErth (A Deep Map) as providing 
my initial structural model. As Christopher Gregory-Guider notes, PrairyErth 
demonstrates alternate mapping strategies, not only from a highly structured literary 
perspective, but also through Heat-Moon's highly discursive, destabilizing 
methodologies, which loosely overlap with much earlier Marxist-toned 
psychogeographic and situationist perspectives. These movements were French 
conceptual activities of the 1950s, and both arose as reactions to capitalist 
domestication and transformation of human space into consolidated venues for 
consumerism. The psychogeographers and situationists took the aimless, drifting 
activities of walking of the earlier Surrealists and imbued them with a new political 
tone, seeking to create alternate narratives for the reorganizing of capitalist 
delineations of space (3, 2). Although situationist and psychogeographic theory is 
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chiefly urban-centric, I do share their foci of seeking alternative ways for disrupting 
capitalist formations of control and power, indeed, with "contingent, subversive and 
heterogeneous" fissures of imaginative thinking, which puts their motives in line with 
the thoughts and concepts of Snyder, Hedges, Deleuze and Guattari, Tuhiwai-Smith, 
and many other thinkers, as well as most philosophical understandings of TEKW (3). 
Although the ideals and objectives of the situationists and the psychogeographers find 
reflection within my own work, their influence is merely a glancing discovery after 
the fact, and their impact upon my work ends where it begins with my encounter and 
examination of their ideas within Gregory-Guider's paper on PrairyErth. As Gregory-
Guider reveals, Heat-Moon himself admits that the Rand and McNally road atlas of 
the United States had the greatest influence upon his work (1). I would similarly add 
that both the Ministry of Forests and Range (MoFR) Biogeoclassification (BEC) wall 
map of BC and its Handbook for Field Identification in the Prince Rupert Forest 
District have much more to do with the structural and formal directions of my thesis 
than any works of English literature. Still, structurally, as Gregory-Guider describes, 
Heat-Moon's PrairyErth is much less political in theme and much more of a loving 
memorialization, and while my work has a clearly memorialising strain, its tone is 
fundamentally political (2). Formally, the main component of PrairyErth that inspired 
my own work was Heat-Moon's combination of "highly structured, mathematically 
precise cartographic exercises," as well as his "more subjective and discursive 
mapping methods," the combination of which, as Gregory-Guider describes, reveals 
"a multi-layered network of connections between people and places, past and present" 
(1-2). 
In addition to PrairyErth, Robert Kroetsch's Seed Catalogue and Daphne 
Marlatt and Robert Minden's Steves ton also inspire in terms of a similar positioning 
of philosophical and ethical theories realized within an interdisciplinary form of 
poetics. Here, in the case of Kroetsch, it is the poetry-essay, and, in the case of 
Marlatt and Minden, it is the combination of photography and poetry-essay. In this 
case, there is the prose-poetry-essay. Where Kroetsch explores historical imprints of 
colonialism and personal dislocations meant to expose the risks of hegemonic 
centralization schemes, critic Smaro Kamboureli writes that Marlatt and Minden 
investigate place as process, and I would overlap them here, envisioning this process 
as being similar in many ways to Kroetsch's theme (105). In Steveston, the Japanese 
fishermen and their families clearly negotiate, over many decades and generations, the 
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capitalist centralization schemes of commercial fishing that have seriously impacted 
upon these resource-dependent communities on the South Coast. After an ethical and 
biotic consideration of the impacts upon the other-than-human lives of fish 
communities and their devastated populations, with their wildly fluctuating cycles of 
capital-driven fortune and failure, the structure of the fishing industry also affects the 
human workers—on the dilapidated docks and in the unused boats—more than just in 
terms of a job and a pay cheque. I include these works by Heat-Moon, Kroetsch, 
Marlatt and Minden within my consideration of a literary processual of becoming and 
as a cyclical, evolving adaptation, one that moves away from conventional form and 
structure, as is found in the natural system model of the rainforest floor, which is 
always changing, adapting, evolving. In addition, even as I side with Marlatt and 
Minden, Kamboureli writes that they privilege an alternative Herodotusian analytical 
view, which considers history as an art form (here as storytelling), as opposed to the 
conventional Thucydidian view, which considers history as a compilation of events 
(albeit, often one-sided) in a linear sequence (116). Personally, I am aware of the 
early Greek historical scholars Herodotus and Thucydides, but resonant influences in 
this work about the North Coast come from much closer to home. There is a great 
emphasis upon storytelling in history within the long-standing oral traditions of First 
Nations cultures on the North Coast, and it is with these that I have explored and 
engaged to a great degree. In this context, I put my emphasis not upon early Western 
sources of knowledge, but I privilege local Indigenous traditions. This is not to say 
that I do not utilize Western knowledges, but I tend to privilege those Other, dissident 
voices that speak against the colonial institutions of capital power formations. Again, 
the main thread of my argument is that we would do best to take our lessons in living 
from the literal 'place' where we live, as there is an abundant and lengthy history of 
knowledge and wisdom within the First Nations communities of the region, and, as 
they themselves attest, they have been gifted this knowledge from the animals, plants, 
and entities of the Storied Land itself. 
Next comes a literal reading of how human beings should take their lessons in 
how to live from the land itself. There are a few Western thinkers I have uncovered in 
relation to the Coastal temperate rainforest, and the North Coast in particular, who 
engage with the idea of the environment as it creates and expresses both culture and 
language, ones that people such as traditional First Nations, scientists, and others who 
'spend more than time' can trace and interpret in deep and consequential ways. Gary 
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Snyder speaks of the old traditional idea of "tawny grammar," where he perceives that 
the dialogue the West now needs to open is a renewal of an old, nearly lost 
perspective, "among all beings, toward a rhetoric of ecological relationships" 
{Practice 68). Language, as Snyder sees it, is "a curl of breath, a breeze in the pines," 
that which speaks through and "belongs to our biological nature" (69). "Texts," 
Snyder explains succinctly, "are information stored through time. The stratiography of 
rocks, layers of pollen in a swamp, the outward expanding circles in the trunk of a 
tree, can be seen as texts" (66). Similarly, poet, translator, and linguist Robert 
Bringhurst investigates the concept of "ecological linguistics," where he uncovers 
language perspectives from within the land itself. Bringhurst considers the important 
wisdom that is inherent in First Nations perceptions and values of the Storied Land, 
yet he incorporates properties and principles of Western language theory into 
ecological and literary discussions of what he calls the story lives and functioning 
grammar of ecosystems (Tree 163, 165, 169). Bringhurst respectfully and humbly 
views the other-than-human realm as a powerful collective entity, possessing and 
displaying the unique properties of ancient, living examples of cultural texts. As we 
know, for scientists, these 'translations' and their resultant 'meaningful data' are 
highly rigorous exercises with various open-ended interpretations. 
For non-scientists, the gift of meaning remains in the possibility of 
deciphering these natural texts and finding accurate, realistic direction in what is, for 
the most part, a difficult, if not seemingly impossible translation, one that is subject to 
much influence by entrenched Western habits of sentimentality, nostalgia, and the 
widely mediated enculturation strategies of church, secularity, state, and capital. 
Despite these pressures, Gary Snyder shares the overheard wisdom of a Crow elder, 
one who is open to the concept of how we can all come to understand and find 
meaning in other-than-human languages: "You know, I think if people stay 
somewhere long enough—even white people—the spirits will begin to speak to them. 
It's the power of the spirits coming up from the land. The spirits and the old powers 
aren't lost, they just need people to be around long enough and the spirits will begin 
to influence them" {Practice 39). 
Poet Ken Belford writes at length about understanding and living a non-
scientific mode of these perceptions of language in the other-than-human realm, 
engaging with what he calls "lan(d)guage." "It's not possible to translate what I know 
into English," Belford explains, referring to what he has come to know over many 
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decades of a direct, ground-truth experience with "one of the many languages of the 
Nass" (lan(d)guage 28, 35). Belford's ideas are not just poetically elusive, rather, he 
sees that "[tjhere's no way of knowing the time it takes / for messages to travel from 
the land to the brain," yet still he gives a clearer glimpse of where he finds and trusts 
in the information and knowledge of lan(d)guage: "Plants plan and make decisions we 
call medicines / and lipids but really they heal and create community / so that none of 
us are alone" (27, 25). Belford's ideas demonstrate how other-than-human 
'lan(d)guages' speak in ways that humans can understand as they provide life-giving 
properties that our bodies and minds understand, utilize, and cherish. This relates to 
the concept of "earth's mind," which derives from a statement made by Chief Joseph, 
Hin-mah-too '-yah-lat-kekt (Humphrey 105). In 1877, Hin-mah-too '-yah-lat-kekt was 
a speaker at the last council between the Nez Perce and representatives of the US 
government, where he stated" "The earth and myself are of one mind," and that, 
"[t]he measure of the land and the measure of our bodies is the same," both of which 
become essential human expressions of lan(d)guage (ibid). Taken together, I see all of 
these ideas and concepts as holding the potential to renew a new-old understanding of 
not only human respect for the other-than-human world, but for an understanding that 
we are not potentially, at least, separated by such distinctions. More, I see the 
potential that we not only have much to learn about how to live in a healthy, holistic 
community relationship, but that the way to achieving this goal is to be read all 
around us, in the seemingly infinite living demonstrations of life itself. 
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Waking to T'imlax'aandt: 
Ground-Truthing the Indigenous Rainforests 
of British Columbia's North Coast 
To speak thoroughly and accurately about this countryside is impossible in English. 
—Desskw, Walter Blackwater, Gitxsan Wolf (1990) 
POC (point of commencement 
(CWH ws2 06 BaCw 
Answers, as we see, unravel questions. We should pause, and not just for breath. 
How, what, who, where, and when we arrive at any place, we often presume 
we are ready to just 'get on with it.' Yet what do we know, about walking or thinking, 
about living here? If we stop and imagine that it does, to whom does this place speak? 
And, is there a sense for finding a respectful process that allows us to live, and which 
still allows this speak to play? This play is not trivial, it is serious business. Levity and 
celebration are timely blossoms in life stories, yet our field notes should be written as 
if in blood—not the blood of animals, trees, and soil, but our own. 
Always, somehow, somewhere is to inevitably begin: 
The coastal western hemlock (CWH) zone, submaritime (ws) montane variant 
(2), with Pacific silver or amabalis fir (Ba) and western redcedar (Cw) associate tree 
species; a very wet and rich, lower elevation subzone (06) within the British Columbia 
Ministry of Forests and Range's (MoFR) biogeoclimatic ecosystem classification 
system (BEC) (BC MoF Field). Located in the Prince Rupert Forest District (PRFD), 
its 'official' designations stem from research in related branch fields of ecology, 
forestry, soil science and climate, for purposes of site identification and interpretation 
within industrial forest management. And, as is so often evident at the interface 
zone—where the open wild interplay Indigenous relation with the restrictive domestic 
of the invasive alien—there is less of more and more of less: the reduction of Other 
patterns within here, different tangents throughout there. As poet George Stanley 
pushpulls it: "the system, the tangled boundary / (that has no place in what we learn / 
as place—we can't see what we name) / deflates, at every encountered point" 
(iOpening 96). Here, where sword ferns, salmonberries and devil's club engulf a 
chrome and plastic office chair; where a Boletus edulis bursts out of the remains of a 
smashed computer monitor. There are many stories where green rushes metal and 
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water flushes all. Some have been crudely paved over, some remain only as 
fragments, and only a very small few register to be either heard or read, in or above 
the stream of Canadian English. As anthropologist David P. Wilkins reminds us: "The 
land is already a narrative—an artefact of intellect—before people represent it," 
which should make anyone in any sphere consider what they presume to possess as 
knowledge maybe something of perhaps nothing, even lies and ahistoricization (73). 
Here in the rainforest there are millions and millions of storied trees—"drenched in 
height," moss-sewn, moss-crown to moss-earth—and all of the living dead fallen that 
they stand upon, all conical, crooked, contorted within moss (Avison 95). And leafy 
annuals, plants exploding with seasonal green compasses, first pointing every 
direction and then fading, relinquishing themselves to feed the next generation. There 
are also the mostly untold and unstudied stories of micro-organisms, fungi, and 
invertebrates, and the land and water animals who mostly live quick enough lives that 
the mosses cannot make wild paraphrases upon them. These are lives written with 
eco-logic: an interconnected pragmatics of habitat-sensitive community persistence, 
individuated interbecoming and mutualistic interbeing. This is a perspective that 
many Indigenous peoples have had both the time and the aptitude to observe and 
synthesize, but which some now have and know only incrementally compared to how 
the land knows itself. The land, which reveals its knowledges with ongoing, robust 
expressions, not just the immense patterns of living growth, but within the more 
substantial work that are its gifts of sustenance, medicine, and healing. 
In addition to the land, there are two other, very different narrative flows of 
culture that combine to create a tripartite schema of stories on the North Coast. Each 
of these is distinct and yet entwined histories that register along imbalanced, often 
conflicting scales of time, perception, and activity. Although the most profound are 
the ancient cultural experiences of the old-growth rainforests themselves—green 
writing everywhere immense and minute wor(l)ds and lan(d)guages—there are also 
the accumulated millennia of cultural experiences of Indigenous peoples. Represented 
by numerous First Nations groups, their traditional legacies and contemporary 
persistence encompass a dozen related or distinct languages throughout what would 
here be better stated as the Indigenous rainforests of the North Coast. Succinctly, 
these groups are old-growth rainforest human beings. Within ideal circumstances, 
traditional First Nations peoples can be identified as primary human maintenance 
components of old-growth rainforests, having embedded their lives and cultures 
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within the rainforests to such an extent that they attained an eco-logical form of 
symmetry, proportion, and harmony within the natural world. Where cohesion and 
integrity start to separate and splinter along bifurcated tracts, there is the impact of the 
relatively recent incursion of European colonizers, which has swelled to engulf the 
North Coast in an overculture of contemporary settler-immigrant experience, that 
which we now call Canadian society. Establishing the problematic restrictions of a 
trichotomy, this third element has brought mass-scale changes in a short period of 
time. Starting with the earliest fur traders, then fishermen and cannery workers, and 
the more recent colonial settlers, farmers, and wave after wave of industrial workers, 
European immigrants have transformed vast zones of the Indigenous rainforest into a 
series of intensely managed extraction zones, where the reductive processes of 
imperialist-era economic theory and its industrial methods of exploitation have 
categorized, targeted, and disrupted many of its robust and fragile, interconnected life 
forms. 
Despite these recent incursions and their complex, often negative outfalls, 
there is no reason why the Other-wise flourishing of the natural world—the other-
than-human realm—together with the displaced philosophies and worldviews of First 
Nations peoples, cannot reclaim new-old positions as models for North Coast 
industrial activities and community life. The myriad entities of the Indigenous 
rainforest, as well as its longest-term human residents—those who profess to own the 
land itself, and who possess the most knowledgeable means of resource 
management—can also provide the means and perspective for a renewed piece of 
writing, that which aims to cast a dissident light upon the misperceptions and the less-
than-understood values of fungal mycelia, conifer trees, rhizomatic shrubs, as well as 
First Nations cultures and Canadian society, with in-depth comparisons of the values 
inherent to globalization, materialism, and traditional ecological knowledge and 
wisdom. Similarly, cultural theorists Gilles Deleuze and Felix Guattari explore means 
and methods of creating living alternatives to the State apparatus of history, in all of 
its manifestations, recognizing that there is always the possibility for a vision of new 
(not novel), non-sedentary "circles of convergence," just like those that are found in 
the wild, rhizomatic flows of resistance and alliance, the creation of a "Nomadology," 
a process that is all and at once "a collective assemblage of annunciation, a machinic 
assemblage of desire, one inside the other and both plugged into an immense outside 
that is a multiplicity" (23). This is a part of my intention: a hope to find a way for 
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three to split polarity, to create a mutualistic triune out of the insular separations of 
trichotomy. 
As not only the rainiest place on earth, the forest lands of the North Coast are 
much more than just a location to start from, to arrive at, to come and go from, as if 
all points on a standard map are nothing but reified stations that provide arbitrary, 
purified utility. The North Coast is first and foremost a 'home' to numerous 
communities, all of which manifests themselves moment-to-moment as much as 
seasonally, or even by the millennium, aggregating and interconnecting into different 
large and small questions, their answers all hung deep in green. 
To see and know a place is a contemplative act. It means emptying our minds and 
letting what is there, in all its multiplicity and endless variety, come in. 
-Gretel Ehriich (1987) 
(Plot Dl: Cutting Permit 2-Block 3 
The first time I saw a mountain hemlock was in the southern reaches of Witsuwit'en 
territory, while timber-cruising north of Tweedsmuir park. North of Whitesail lake, 
we were a barge ride and then some across Tahtsa Reach, deep within the wild 
civilizations of the transition zone. Down below, the grey spires of dead trees stood 
higher and higher up out of the water to the shore of this large network of man-made 
lakes. Countless ecosystems and a number of First Nations villages had been flooded 
in the 1950s for Alcan's Kemano power plant and to make an easy float of log 
transport to the EuroCan pulp mill in Kitimat. The mill has long since shut down, but 
the whole series of man-made lakes remains. 
Bursting here and there off of gravel pullouts, a few caribou startled us as we 
drove a rusty work truck along winding logging roads edged by bluffs on one side and 
cliffs dotted with stumps on the other. Wet eagles hung aloof at eye level on broken 
snags jutting from the side of the road, as unimpressed by the invading red vests as 
they were of the cold autumn rain. Once up and inside the subalpine forest, I found 
tiny mountain hemlock growing up amongst the late successional stand, under 
overstory trees that were up to 400 years old. For the last hundred or so years, the 
hemlock spent most of their time in the deep snowpack of the forest floor, lost from 
sight; they were stunted, most between one to four metres tall, having achieving little 
more than the stature of saplings. Struggling along amidst the hardier, cold-climate 
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subalpine fir and hybrid spruce that typified the region, they were outsider resiliants— 
diaspora holdouts from the warmer, western rainforest, flung far from their home into 
the drier, colder interior. Struggling migrants, these mountain hemlock were signposts 
of change along the transition to the coastal climate regime, and they are still my 
favourite—tough little trees holding fast as proximity markers along the edge of their 
ecological boundary. As stress-tolerant vanguards, they were adapting to the 
combined evolutionary circumstances of random chance and climate change. 
Discoverees, they were marvels of unexpected survival. Arranging longshots together 
in my young mind of black and white stanchions, I had my first glimmer of green, 
wonder overwhelmed into the glimmer of a cultural parallel—and I immediately felt 
closer to home. I didn't so much understand their pain as I could empathise with their 
predicament. Beautiful discoverees, these mountain hemlock were inadvertent drifters 
along an eastward wind flow, while I was an accidental drifter from a westward flow 
of broken, uneducated family and dislocating consumer society. 
The spiritual cores of plants are not alike. They are as distinctive and variable as the 
outward forms, habitat preferences, and survival strategies of the plants themselves. 
Like all life-forms, each plant was transformed from a human near the end of the 
primordial Distant Time era. 
—Peter Knudtson and David Suzuki (1992) 
Transect 1 
For the cultural specialist, the skidder-operator, the poet, here is at least a place to ask 
questions for answers to there. Admitting that written words are only vectors for 
trying, can we attempt to grasp meaning while investigating what is perhaps 
unknowable in English? Can the interdisciplinary data collector analyze local 
manifestations of globalization and posit hypotheses of ecosophical aesthetics from 
within the North Coast, perhaps realizing usefulness in lessons provided by traditional 
ecological knowledge and wisdom (TEKW), that which comes out of the longevity of 
interbeing with the Indigenous rainforests themselves? Can the interpretive 
fieldworker enter respect into the canopy of the multi-story of the other-than-human 
wor(l)d and paraphrase the abstract connections of fungal mycelia, those that cell one-
by-one throughout the finest hairfeet of rainforest trees, forming a multitude of 
uninterrupted sentences, a living organic courier of biotic information, those whose 
connections are even more complex than the binary structure of the world wide web? 
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Can the dissident ecologist penetrate the steep north slope windthrow and come back 
with a report of marine-derived nitrogen absorbed from tree limbs grasped as 
handholds from forest ledge to forest ledge? Can the salmon-forest manuscript of 
anadromous recconnaisance be transferred out of the spiny green medicine that 
sweeps rhizomatically in looping arms of palmate leaves up the drenched seepage 
lanes of stone and glow moss? Multitudinous, elusive, and inscrutable, may Real 
Work in the Real World dispel delusion's misprision and reveal non-reductive values 
for reciprocal, holistic relationships in more-than-imagined communities? Beyond the 
cut-edge of the Indigenous rainforest prose-poem-essay, can the human possibility for 
critical, clear-thought inscribe purpose within ink ephemera plotted onto kraft mill 
flimsy? As Ken Belford wonders in his aptly-titled lan(d)guage, may I also work 
"without the flavour / of sentiment, writing in invisible ink, living / on an invisible 
river"? (44). Can I type water from an ebb flow of the Thautil down to my laptop, 
spilling 12 pt Times New Roman font onto 24 lb text stock, knowing that each day 
that I write I may write something different, something dissident, something didactic 
and difficult? If a river carries both constancy and renewal back to itself in variable 
cycles, will I do likewise if my intentions remain as constant? 
With even more than questions in mind, one idea for an active and 
participatory form of thinking, reading, writing and living can become the tangential 
locus for an entire work, and hopefully for what follows. "Get real! Get a life!" This is 
the "Real Work" that eminent poet and ecological writer Gary Snyder points to, which 
is what our ancestors used to perform, and which is the activity to which we all need 
to return (Ecology 4). The Real Work is the activity of living well and respectfully, it 
is the most essential participatism, it is "manifesting in ourselves the integrity of the 
wild," where we live as we promote and protect the natural world, thriving in such a 
way as to "check the destruction of the interesting and necessary diversity of life on 
the planet" (.Ecology 10, Real 82). This is what social theorist and psychoanalyst Felix 
Guattari considers within his ecosophical "logic of intensities, or eco-logic," where 
human work and thought are concerned "only with the movement and intensity of 
evolutive processes," a concept and activity that can attempt to renew our damage to 
the biosphere itself, while serving to protect and promote "the words, phrases, and 
gestures of human solidarity" (30, 29). 
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Transect 2 
Scientific forestry manuals can be hiked by poets, just as regional cookbooks can be 
explored as cultural guides by anthropologists. In the same way, the phloem and 
sapwood of conifer trees can be read as a ledger of the success and failure of 
preceding years' salmon runs. Here, the foggy indeterminacy of the North Coast may 
insinuate itself in numerous ways that run an interference of balanced resiliency: 
routinely damping the field procedures of research biologists in the Khutzaymateen, 
tensing the focus of shuttling commuters weaving dense mists to Kitamaat Village, 
muting the pattern and intensity of Tlingit halibut fishers dreaming Taant'a Kwaah 
(Ketchikan). At the mouth of Tasu creek on Moresby Island, these mountains, inlets, 
and rivers of hardly rising mist do much more make things difficult, asking questions: 
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how much do you love it here? are you willing to embrace reality and make this your 
home? A wet eagle crouching in rain atop a hemlock snag may fly away—far away— 
but only so far from genetic memory and evolutionary habit, unless of course the keta 
do not return. 
Perhumid rainforests are what the North Coast does best, and this is what these 
Tsimshian, Xaaydaa, Tlingit, Tahltan, Heiltsuk and Haisla, and other Indigenous 
territories are made up of, the result of a climate with a humidity index value of+100 
and higher. Although they used to experience drought only 6000 to 5000 years ago, 
these are now places that never have rainfall shortages; they are, at least for now, ever 
wet: per humid. These lands are where the predominant western hemlock (Tsuga 
heterophylla) and western redcedar (Thuja plicata) of the CWH zone burst up from 
salt water, often starting right at the tideline or at the base of ocean-side cliffs, joined 
by Sitka spruce (Picea sitchensis), red and Sitka alder (Alnus rubra Bong and Alnus 
crispa) and Pacific yew (Taxus brevifolia), on up to 500m in elevation, where the 
mountain hemlock (MH) zone takes over, sharing its colder, wetter duties to their 
communities with Pacific silver fir (Abies arnabilis), Alaska cedar (or yellow-cedar) 
(Chamaecyparis nootkatensis), and many other species. 
All around Kaien Island (which is much more than the current townsite of 
Prince Rupert) there are many soft values and cultural aesthetics, of a kind that may 
not be readily accessible to newcomers, and a tourist on board the cruise ship 
Norwegian Pearl may quietly rancour, if only to himself: being preoccupied with the 
pressures of unresolved settlements and legal predicaments more than half a world 
away, distracted over just how much this will cost, what all of that is worth. His eyes 
might focus upon but not see anything that actually exists within the rainforest 
archipelago, that lolling green backdrop beyond the tidy metal corral of his floating 
holiday. For the tourist on the Norwegian Pearl, these heaving postcards of rainforest 
mountains may waver and distract only the distant there and then of business 
commitments off of their pristine rainforest myth-images—that shiny white ticket that 
has taken him halfway around the world to pass right by the here and the now, and for 
quite a bill, perhaps without ever really seeing it. From the textured metal decking of 
this huge cruise ship—one of our most absurd symbols of human conceit and 
excess—the perhumid rainforest is an entirely different place than when it is 
experienced from the flared butt of a crumbling Pacific silver fir: dead and thus even 
more alive, a half-collapsed spiral of redrot jutting above the ocean, upon the blunt 
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granite plunge that braces villous cinquefoil (Potentilla villosa) and Unalaska 
paintbrush (Castilleja unalaschcensis) right into the salt spray. Taking his lead from 
Bash5 (who takes his own lead from what's Real), the linguist and poet Robert 
Bringhurst advises, truly and treely: "if you really want to understand the wood, the 
water, the minerals, and the rocks, you have to visit them at home, in the living trees, 
the rivers, the earth" (Tree 169). 
As mentioned earlier, these are not just rainforests or perhumid rainforests, 
these are more than a wild complex of temperate, successional forest ecosystems 
(which include the complex anthropogenic marks of recent, industrialized second-
growth patches), these are landscapes with long anthropogenic, ethnoecological and 
ethnobotanical histories. More than anything else, these are Indigenous rainforests, as 
forester A. K. Helium, for one, characterizes them, considering the deeper breath of 
recognition and significance these places have experienced (39). Indigenous itself 
fundamentally means to belong naturally to a place or to occur naturally in a region 
(OED 502). Still there is much more than this Western definition. Indigenous forests 
are what used to be a universal situation throughout the world in the various depths of 
the past, these being the kinds of forests that have adapted out of interactions between 
the human and the other-than-human cultures and communities. This designation 
includes a sense of the historical as well as the regional, the human and the wild, and 
much more. I particularly support the relationship this term associates with other 
aspects of Indigeneity, as it links the perhumid rainforests directly with the long 
histories, cultures, and especially the biological evolution of Indigenous peoples. 
Considering issues of justice and decolonization, there is more than one aspect 
of old growth or Indigenous forests that should be recognized in Canadian society, not 
just the fact that old-growth forests and human beings evolve together in the same 
place—an idea that still meets with a large amount of resistance from government and 
society. Indigenous also reflects the idea that there are some human beings who may 
know better how to live in a place than those who are non-Indigenous. Ideally, an 
Indigenous entity treats place much more as a home than as a blank canvas and a 
launching pad to somewhere else. So, there are old-growth rainforest human beings 
and there are noxious invasive human beings. The latter are most often, although not 
exclusively, the recent aliens, the introduced colonists, those whose presence in the 
Indigenous rainforest has been, for the most part, highly deleterious. On Xaaydaa 
Gwaay, Haida Gwaii, which was a place of glacial refugia for many rare and endemic 
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plant and animal species, biologist Todd Golumbia writes that alien invasives are 
"one of the more important threats to the ecological integrity of the region.. .which 
place many unique species or natural communities at risk" (327). Alien invasives are 
recognized globally as the second greatest threat to biodiversity, and, in addition to 
their effect upon the natural world, the invasive alien humans of the North Coast 
likely rate as the number one threat and problem in the histories, lives, and thoughts 
of many First Nations peoples (BC MNRO). Drawing forth the essential layers of an 
Other, more integral paradigm, as Tlingit Wolf Ernestine Hayes proposes: "[w]ho 
loves this land better, the eagles, the ravens, or the people? How can they be separated 
from one another? How can they be separated from the land?" (133). The arrival of 
Europeans after the eighteenth century has not been the only disruptive force. Truly, 
this is where, 2000 to 1500 years ago, the Coast Tsimshian Gitwilgyoots were finally 
able to return to reestablish their winter villages after the Gidaganits, the Stikine-
Tlingit, had come south and west in repeating waves of migration and invasion, 
finally being driven back north, either to be dispersed or absorbed within the 
Tsimshian themselves, as well as within the numerous clans of the Gitxsan and the 
Nisga'a (Marsden 46-47). Many thousands of pages and perhaps even hundreds of 
books would not serve to describe all that occurs or has occurred throughout the 
Indigenous rainforests of the North Coast. As they stand, arc and skew, and eventually 
lay upon the forest floor, much of the obvious physical evidence of these Storied 
Lands—year after decade after century after millennia—has mostly been buried 
within fervent layers of seasonally accumulating biomass, buried along with the 
slowly disintegrating shell middens, the majority decomposing to be recreated over 
and over again into more unfurling green and more old-growth human culture, 
persistence and presence. The Indigenous rainforest teems with complex histories 
remembered and retold within the historical narratives of its original peoples, those 
such as the Tsimshian, Gitxsan, Nisga'a, Xaaydaa and Tlingit, Haisla, Heiltsuk and 
Tahltan, and various other peoples who have called the North Coast home for so long 
that their ancient myths and contemporary lives are considered synonymous. 
The ravens write with their daws in the snow. 
I walk through the junk: I can't read a thing. 
The king stands proudly on an old mattress. 
—Harold Rhenisch (1998) 
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Transect 3 
Non-indifferent nature. 
Watching two ravens delighting over Burrard inlet—swooping, playing 
together, just as I've seen in the sky over the forested heights of Kildala arm or along 
the length of 'Ksan (the Skeena River), and over the beetle-killed pine slopes around 
Ootsa and Tahtsa lake. I experience an unsettling ping as I realize that, to the ravens, 
it is all the same. Here I was reflecting on the corrupt state of our empty Western 
culture, with its ubiquitous human symptoms of urban and rural decay, and two 
ravens playing tag in the winter sky over Metro Vancouver gently extinguish all 
thought. Watching them, for a moment, I could nearly grasp the white-flowered 
rhododendron {Rhododendron albiflorum) of the high elevation, subalpine slopes 
where mountain hemlock (Tsuga mertensiana) squat and lurk, imagining shaggy 
black beasts on the wing through ancient wilderness, but I see that it is all just fiction: 
another lie of complex colonialist enculturation. It doesn't have to be, and it isn't this 
way for every bird species, but crumbling contexts can serve to demolish either a little 
or a lot of dangerous learning. Anthropologist David. R. Klein points out that 
'wilderness' is the conceptual end-product of those who designate themselves as 
existing separately from the wild, from the Real World; this is part of the value 
system of a technological-industrial society that interprets interconnection and 
meaning of life with physical sensation and entertainment, and this is a value not 
shared by traditionally minded native cultures (2). After many years out walking and 
working in the bush, I have been nudged into the grateful dis-ease of seeking biotic 
pragmatics, and I find I am no longer able to maintain all of my latches to nostalgia, 
sentimentality and other blind comforts of ignorance. This is all part of an 
acculturation to the wild, where I become cognizant of how out of my pop culture 
depth I am within the Indigenous rainforest, yet now so deep within the wild that all 
of my perspectives have irrevocably tipped. Also, I have walked long enough along 
the edge of difference between the Real World, our imagined communities, between 
wilderness and urban disillusion to realize an intimate sense of the vertigo that 
accompanies all manner of recidivism. 
Inhaling the exhaust of rattling transit buses, I reconsider these great birds. As 
Bringhurst describes, ravens know when "to straighten up and fly right" {Tree 270). 
So, what is it that the Indigenous rainforests of the North Coast provide that Metro 
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Vancouver and other urban centres, even the small industrial towns of the north, 
cannot? Urban-advocates and pop culture specialists argue that there is plenty of 
connectivity here, just of a different kind, encased in concrete and enabled by plastics, 
which are supposedly all beautiful if you look at them from the right angle. Admitting 
that not everyone supports them fully, I would posit that these complex urban-
industrial consumer systems—whether they be cities or smaller towns—are founded 
upon a set of values that are predominantly materialistic and driven by consumption. 
Even as they display a breadth of both cultural chaos and diverse cultures, their self-
indulgent, consumption-oriented formations still work largely against such concepts 
as wild, other-than-human, and biodiversity. Diversity isn't the same as biodiversity, 
and when unleashed upon ecosystems, diversity can be supremely destructive. If the 
prefix bio is missing, the philosophical motivations that support these structural 
systems serve only to continue the disrespectful paradigm of capital production. For 
example, try as she might, a city friend of mine can't get her kids interested in the 
tadpoles that live in a pond just behind the 7-11, near their home. Unfortunately, the 
novel entertainment choices of the internet, TV, and consumer products are far more 
appealing, and to a kid, the ground in an urban space is just a place for garbage. Who 
cares about dumb things barely surviving in a puddle near a dumpster? When people 
turn their focus inside, outside places reflect this disrespect, and human beings miss 
out on the true depth of bewilderment and wonder. And the ravens can fly blithely on, 
for it is not their responsibility to repair the endless mistakes of human beings, but to 
show us the light. 
Inspiration and love of life come about by preparation and chance, and by a strength 
which is no accident but the outcome of athletic desires. 
—Michael McClure (1963) 
a path through forest is 
contradictory: 
timber-stands deny mere 
wanderers, 
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—W.H. New (2002) 
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Transect 4 
Here. 
Is it the object of the encyclopaedia to instil wonder in the individual about the 
nature of the universe, or is it the nature of the universe to instil individuals with the 
objective of recyclopaedic wonder? Is it wonder that allows the individual to distil 
nature within the object of the encyclopaedia, or is it the recyclopaedic wonder of 
nature that distils the universe into interconnected individuals? 
There. 
Transitionality is a big, pragmatic activity in North Coast ecosystems. This is 
one of the fundamental works of adaptation and evolution, where individuals within a 
species are constantly making vanguard excursions from ideal habitats where they 
thrive to places where they can only attempt, assay, or try. This is wild, other-than-
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human colonization, where foreigners enter new habitats and see if they fit in, and it 
most usually works within the limits of biotic sense, unlike human colonization, 
where foreigners enter new habitats and alter them substantially to suit their alien 
purposes. Unconsciously, mountain hemlock trees perform wild colonization schemes 
as their seeds are blown up into the more inhospitable upreaches of the rocky alpine. 
With this in mind, fisheries research biologists Gordon H. Reeves and Peter A. Bisson 
write that there are always a few individuals from anadromous salmon populations 
that consciously (or, perhaps instinctively) diverge from the usual cycle of returning 
to spawn in their original, natal stream, migrating instead to new streams, which is all 
a part of the evolutive attempt to establish new populations, as habitat conditions 
perpetually change (74). From a Western perspective, to anthropomorphize these 
activities as systematically dissident could be viewed as absurd, yet these kinds of 
divergences prove that there is an evolutive persistence to wilfully press beyond the 
normative scheme of static convention, as established formulas often result in various 
forms of atrophy. In many ways, the wild itself is gut-instinctively tuned to a 
compulsive resistance to rules and other kinds of restrictions, as change is all. 
In contrast to Western views, anthropomorphism is a key element within First 
Nation's cosmology. Animals, plants and humans all share a common ancestry—a 
concept that ethnobotanist Nancy J. Turner and others refer to as kincentrism. Here, 
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people are just one part of a "large and diverse family of beings and entities, including 
both physical and spiritual realms" {Earth's 93). Turner writes that First Nations 
cultures and teachings throughout BC recognize that there was a time when there was 
no distinction between living things, and that all creatures were and still are capable 
of "taking on human form and performing human actions" (69-70). So, as we consider 
the vanguard acts of animals and plants from a First Nations perspective, Linda 
Hogan writes that other-than-human entities hear an old voice from somewhere, 
within a gene or a cell, which impels an instinct, an intuition, a necessity: "[s]ome 
current of an inner language passes among them, through space and separation, in 
ways that we cannot explain in our language" (Dwellings 157). Hogan tells us that 
plants and animals are travellers, settlers, that they know what to do and how to live 
(155). 
On the page, this is all that the prose-poem-essay can do: make an attempt to 
try and go somewhere new, linguistically and otherwise, perhaps with the goal of 
demonstrating that words and thoughts might live in new-old grammatical or new-old 
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conceptual habitats. Still, this is what we all do, in one way or another, whether we 
are going into town with the plan to accomplish another day of work, perhaps getting 
our rain boots on to go look for wild food up the mountainside, or when we spread 
documents over the kitchen table in an attempt to get our taxes completed and into the 
mail on time. 
Back to where we started—transitionality is negotiating the condition of the 
now. This is how the spawned-out keta (chum salmon, Oncorhynchus keta) guard 
their newly deposited eggs in the gravel until the life has drained out of their spent 
bodies, leaving them to float back into an ebb pool, dead, yet with a wealth of 
potential nutrients for other creatures. These are efforts on the superorganic order. 
Superorganic is how anthropologist and folklorist Alex Olrik describes the 
autonomous abstract process of how culture is generated, where abstract patterns or 
principles such as evolution and instinct govern processes and behaviours, in this 
case, the biotic endeavours of species within wild environments (130). Salmon, as 
with many other species we can examine, fulfil supreme feats of a kind that human 
beings in contemporary Canadian society seem incapable of making. This being said, 
the superorganic need not be considered as always so inhuman, but can also be seen 
as persistence, attention to necessity, basically, keeping priorities ever clear in the 
presence of the present. This is how the Columbia blacktail deer species has learned, 
over millennia, to know what plant to seek out to rub its forehead upon after it has 
shed its antlers, whereby it receives a specific kind of medicine. This is how 
traditional ecological knowledge and wisdom (TEKW) accumulates and synthesizes 
over multigenerational processes of observance and trial. And, although it may seem 
trivial, it is not, as this is also how a handfaller in the Kispiox concentrates carefully 
in an attempt to drop a tree away from the natural lean of its bole on a steep, rainy 
mountainside, day after day, season after season. This is how a mathematician one 
day comes to the startling discovery that it is not impossible to isometrically embed a 
hyperbolic plane as a closed subset of the Euclidean 3-space. This also can be how the 
discursive work of the prose-poem-essay is written, and this is how it often must be 
read. Successfully negotiating transitionality is the act of engaging improvisational 
modes to not only make do and make sense out of what is given, but to innovate 
within cultural production and industry, to create medicine and even seeming magic 
out of mental static; it is the processual sense of adaptation being embraced to its 
fullest by a heightened resolve to change. Superorganic ravens bear no responsibility 
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in cleaning up the various pollutants made by human beings, yet they fulfill this role 
when they transform our thinking with an effortless, wild example of expressing 
values rooted in evolutive, biotic principles, whereby we re-engage with our own 
greater responsibility to think more carefully today about our thoughts and actions 
than we did yesterday in consideration of tomorrow. 
Despite such abstract hopefulness, forest biologist Robin Wall Kimmerer runs 
her own compilation of the survey data, noting that, "[t]he average person knows the 
names of less than a dozen plants, and this includes such categories as 'Christmas 
tree.' Losing their names," Kimmerer adds, "is a step in losing respect" (101). Still, is 
there a human way of the forest that can distil the ways of forest in the human, or is 
there a forest way of the human that can instil the human with a forest of ways? 
with each telling of the story he devised 
a new emphasis... 
—Philip Kevin Paul (2003) 
For those with non-scientific and non-Western perspectives, there are Other 
perceptions, paradigms, philosophies, Other cultural production models and Other 
names and stories for these rainforest lands and coastal meanderings of geography. In 
fact, there are a whole series of more enduring, original descriptions that speak, live, 
and dwell within these Lands that are better expressed with a more respectful capital 
L. Indeed, this is a highly-nuanced Storied Land: a diverse aggregate of overlapping, 
human-centred places, anthropogenic landscapes of habitation, day-to-day life, and 
unique cultural production, all of which were visited and utilized seasonally, warmly 
shared and viciously fought-over, sometimes given respectfully or exchanged with 
asking and gifting or as a way of making amends for wrongs. On the North Coast, the 
Storied Land has been experienced, retold, and re-remembered over the span of many 
millennia through oral histories held together in interbeing amongst a group of 
peoples every bit as diverse as those who live here today. Anthropologist Fikret 
Berkes writes that, "meaning and values are rooted in the land and closely related to a 
'sense of place,"' that, "stories and legends are part of culture and indigenous 
knowledge because they signify meaning" (6). These Storied Lands of the North 
Coast are not just quantifiable masses of resources or locations for mundane activities, 
they are, as ethnoecologist Leslie Main Johnson describes, qualitatively rich, lived-in 
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homelands, in which oral history and ancestral ownership interlink with 
intergenerational and interspecies conceptualizations; the Land is both sentient and 
thoughtful, judgemental and forgiving, instructive and loving (Trail 17). 
Traditional First Nations peoples view the Storied Land as a living 
conglomeration of ancestors and shape-shifting animal-plant-people forms, persisting 
at once in the present, the future, and the past (29). Anthropologist Keith J. Basso 
describes the Storied Land as a vast store of knowledge and experience set within an 
earth-structure of "mnemonic pegs" landmarked throughout any given people's 
traditional territory (17). Imbued with the actual memory of significant ancestral 
events, the environment itself "becomes charged and responsive to the movements of 
time and history and the enduring character of a people" (17). These are places of 
sacred spaces. Eclipsing their own carefully accumulated version of the how, why, 
where, and when of ecological science, the Storied Land is different from the Western 
landscape of ecological science in that it is imbued with both human and other-than-
human consciousnesses. Speaking always in the here and now about a past and a 
future where animals, plants and people are one, the Storied Land demonstrates the 
necessity for exhibiting respect to all entities in the world, and does not privilege 
material utility over the meaningfulness of spirit and other elusive perceptions. 
Here on the North Coast, as elsewhere, First Peoples literally name places in 
reflection of the day-to-day processes that perpetuate their lives, and over time these 
locations are made into ceremonies and rituals unto themselves. Becoming imbued 
with generations of cultural knowledge and historical, mythological kincentric power, 
this process gives each name and its own story an evolving, deeply significant life, 
one that encompasses the values of the community, the layers of interconnected 
history, and important lessons for coming generations. The important event of the past 
that served to name a place may be as simple as someone discovering that it provides 
for harvesting a particular food, but invariably there will be a processual story that 
complicates the everyday within some deeper lesson for life and reiterates the 
kincentric connection of the people to the particular other-than-human entity. The life-
continuance of the Storied Land is critical to traditional ecological knowledge and 
wisdom (TEKW) and to the ongoing cultural life of many First Nations cultures. As 
Basso notes, "what matters most is where events occurred, not when, and what they 
serve to reveal about the development and character.. .of social life" (31). What these 
stories that tie people directly to the Land have likely "done for centuries, is fashion 
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possible worlds, give them expressive shape, and present them for contemplation as 
images of the past that can deepen and enlarge awareness of the present" (32). 
First Nations name-forms are therefore much more intimate than European 
names; they use more verbs than nouns, based as they are upon the Real Work of 
community life and the pragmatics of cultural production, rather than becoming 
abstract signifiers. Cree anthropologist Shawn Wilson writes that "[ojbjects 
themselves are not named; rather what they might be used for is described" (73). 
People on the North Coast gave a name to a bay due to the rich presence of herring 
roe, to a creek mouth as a good place to catch and dry salmon, to a hillside for its 
huckleberry patches or marmot hunting. For example, the Witsuwit'en have a small 
lake called Ts'en co Tanedilh, which literally and beautifully translates as "swans land 
in the water," yet Europeans ignored or denied the reference to this seasonal visitation 
and called it Toboggan Lake (Johnson 52). Although the settlers may indeed have 
tobogganed at this site, likely there were racist reasons for denying the local toponym, 
or it was too much work to learn to pronounce Ts'en co Tanedilh, either properly or 
satisfactorily. After all, this is British Columbia, learn to speak English! The Gitxsan 
name for the village site they ceded to the Witsuwit'en, Hagwilget, translates as 
"quiet old man," in veneration of the mountain that rises above—whom, as it is well 
known by some, has not always been so quiet (Johnson 50, 219). 
A pragmatic example of these concepts of naming and stories is found in the 
experience of Tlingit elder Sedaya of the Yanyedi, Elizabeth Nyman, where she 
describes the cosmological, kincentric origin of two mountains on the Taku River. 
The details given here do not include practical materials associated with the site, but 
the larger historical narrative and life lesson. "Lkudasets 'k Shati, The Head of the 
Giant," is one mountain on the south side of the river; on the opposite is "Lkudasets 'k, 
The Torso of the Vanquished Giant" (264-65). A sheer rock face above the river is 
where the ancient giant was decapitated, and the waterfall down the face is his 
windpipe (264). A simplified version of the story that accompanies this 
commemorative place-name is as follows: Two giants lived in harmony for a very 
long time, and agreed about all their decisions. However, after a long time, they began 
to take one another for granted, then became greedy about their shared rights to the 
river. Eventually, they began to quarrel, insulting one another, and finally, they began 
fighting over the Taku River, and then one giant decapitated and killed the other (264-
66). Contemporarily, these mountains can be seen to represent this, without any 
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stretch of the imagination, as their obvious geological features can be interpreted 
visually as such. The lesson itself, set within these mnemonic pegs—physical stories 
forever staged in a landscape form—instruct the Tlingit people to get along with each 
other as well as with strangers, and to always share respectfully instead of quarrelling. 
To this day, every time people go down or upriver they see the mountains and their 
features and are reminded of the stories, and if they have the strength of character, 
they reconsider their thoughts and actions. And the Storied Land reiterates the very 
life lessons that have grown out of both its ecosophical aesthetics and its ecosystemic 
gestures of reciprocal interbeing. 
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The tying of the baby's bins with hair is a name. Soothing the baby with the tongue of 
his dead father is another name. The bird which flew over the canoe, showing the way, 
is another. And, as she went up the Nass River by mistake, another name was bom. 
—Hagbegwatku, Kenneth B. Harris, Gitxsan Fireweed Chief 
(1974) 
Waking to T'imlax'aamit 
(Trail of Story: The Two Villages 
Hagbegwatku, Kenneth B. Harris, a Fireweed Chief of the Gitxsan, tells the ancient 
story of two neighbouring villages which some people refer to as Kunradal and 
Keemlalay, each of which are located across from the other on the bank of a river (3, 
Glavin 73), Hagbegwatku writes that, even this far back in ancient times, perhaps 
more than 4000 or 5000 years ago, there were many protocols to obey before 
undertaking an important event like hunting, which included ritual purifications in 
isolated mountain streams, as well as the careful gathering and consumption of 
respected, powerful plants, such as the cambium of devil's club, and abstaining from 
sexual activity (3, 4). After observing the ritual law, a group of seven brothers from 
Keemalay travelled over the land to hunt beaver; unfortunately, the oldest brother was 
wholly unsuccessful, while his many younger brothers caught many beaver. The older 
brother decided that the reason for his bad luck must be the result of the fact that, 
although he assumed that he had diligently followed the strict codes, someone back at 
Keemalay must have violated the rules of ethical behaviour. The beaver themselves 
were obviously aware of this fact, and, in response, they were withholding themselves 
from being caught by him alone. But, in his shame and anger, he became 
contemptuous of the beaver and destroyed their dam, and in doing so he put himself in 
danger and was also killed. The six remaining younger brothers were devastated, but 
returned to Keemalay, where it was discovered that it was the oldest brother's wife 
who had been violating the protocols of selfless behaviour and was sexually involved 
with a young man from the village of Kunradal that lay across the river (4-5). A series 
of conflicts escalated, in which the couple involved in infidelities were killed, which 
then brought the entirety of both villages into outright war with one another. In the 
end, it was the population of Keemalay that was wiped out, save for one girl and her 
grandmother, who had been obeying the protocols surrounding a girl's first 
menstruation: discreetly secluded away from the conflict in the villages, they fled up 
the mountainside at the sounds of the battle going on below (5, 6, 7). 
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Soon enough, they came to realize that they were the only ones from their 
village who remained alive. In her desperation and loneliness, the grandmother 
shouted to the four winds of the earth, asking for a husband for her granddaughter, in 
order that they would have the strength and ability not only to survive but to start a 
new family and give new meaning to life (9). Magically, all of the forms of animal 
life came forward and offered to be the girl's husband, but it was to be a young man 
glowing with light who came out of a fog that the grandmother chose to be the girl's 
husband (10). The young couple travelled together up into village of the sky, where 
the girl was accepted and ceremoniously bathed by her new people, which also 
transformed her skin into light. Soon, she gave virgin birth to two sons and a 
daughter, and when they grew old enough, their grandfather (the Creator, the Moon) 
sent them down to earth in a canoe. He instructed them that they were not only to 
avenge the death of their mother's village but to establish a new village in a land 
called T'imlax'aamit (14, 15). The three were given the tja-ho, a small, magic weapon; 
as well as the gilhast, a small, magic ceremonial pole; they were also given specific 
instructions of how to build their longhouses and of how to fortify them against the 
overwhelming forces of a flood that their grandfather told them would some day 
arrive (16). 
Back upon the earth, after using the tja-ho to avenge the destruction of their 
ancestral village, the three siblings began to abuse its powers, and they 
indiscriminately destroyed many people they came into contact with as they explored 
the length of the river. Disturbed by these terrible decisions, their grandfather in 
heaven magically made them forget about the tja-ho, and thus they lost the use of its 
power, leaving it behind while they were being mysteriously transported to the 
location of the new townsite of T'imlax'aamit (22, 23). Here, they settled and began to 
build their house according to the given instructions. They planted the small pole, the 
gilhast, in front of their new house, and overnight it grew large and tall, piercing the 
sky (23). Anthropologist Daly affirms the more complex cultural sequence that 
followed the micro-blade period that was established at Kitselas about 4000-3500 
years ago, and at Hagwilget about 5000-4500 years ago (127). As noted in opinion 
evidence during the Delgamuuwk trial by Sylvia Albright, the developing 
archaeological record corroborates the oral history accounts of millennia-long 
occupations of Gitxsan peoples along the Skeena riverside, at such locations as Xsi 
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Gwinixstaat (Wilson Creek), Gitangasxw (Blackwater), T'imlax'aamit (Skeena-
Bulkley west) and Dizkle (Skeena-Bulkley central). 
...the soul adventuring among masterpieces, the contagious teacher, the poetic 
radiator... 
—William K Wimsatt Jr. and Monroe C. Beardsley (1949) 
Mountain Hemlock: Tsuga mertensiana (Bong) Carr. 
(view 1 
One of the giants of the genera, mountain hemlock work hard just to live. Just like 
huckleberry and salmon, redcedar and marmot, devil's club, mountain goat, skunk 
cabbage, and so many other rainforest species, mountain hemlock give plenty in 
return for the privilege of survival and the respect of those who value their gifts. 
Expressing community service and even sacrifice as the everyday routine, this species 
protected the steep, unstable subalpine slopes with their extensive root systems, 
adding the greatest amount of biomass to nutrient-poor mountain soils. Hemlock are 
called giik by the Tsimshian, k'aang by the Xaaydaa, and yan by the Tlingit, and 
Tsuga mertensiana is more frost resistant, shade tolerant and flood resistant than all 
conifers besides its lower elevation sister, western hemlock (Tsuga heterophylla), yet 
its nutritional requirements are much lower (Dum 2toa/-Dum; Turner Plants 93; 
Thornton 206; Rrajina, Klinka and Worral 24). As a difference within the dense, 
mountain hemlock find their home upon the steepest north slopes, climbing more than 
just a tree length higher than cypress, fir, or spruce can muster—where they then 
crawl further, up and out to the edge. An important and crucial long-term component 
of subalpine ecosystems, giik also serve as the primary protective cover for 
watersheds, as they form dense, stable structural systems within steep, unstable 
slopes. 
Gymnosperms, or conifer trees, develop through seasonally triggered energy 
sinks that ordinarily operate in stages to build length upon branches, add girth through 
new layers of sapwood, drench themselves in height by propelling a new top leader, 
and growing grape clusters of cones for sexual reproduction. For mountain hemlock, 
these energy sinks will often delay for hundreds of years while saplings 'wait' in the 
dim understory for an opening of essential light from above. Still, mountain hemlock 
improvise to harness energy in unique ways, adapting to strain and reach odd stems of 
44 
growth outwards in asymmetrical configurations along the trajectory of sunflecks— 
small patches of light that are created where various holes in the canopy allow strokes 
of light to track in curving angles within the relative shade of the rainforest. Immersed 
in "a vast shadow" up to eight months of the year, mountain hemlock spend most of 
their time only waiting to grow, either hidden or stalled by deep snow, hidden 
amongst "glaciers in the arms of trees" (George Stanley Opening 40). Torpified, 
defining the zone between surviving and living, some contorted saplings scrunch as 
supplicants for a hundred years. Buried from September to July, they eavestrough 
below white rafters of cold and darkness, often only to be hidden in summer within 
the lowest light, held under a canopy that is a profuse puzzle work of densely 
configured, closed crowns. Waiting. Working. Slowly working, waiting. 
Sointula 
Wool drying in the sauna 
smell of wool and cedar 
and rain, 
patter of rain on the ferns. 
We'd have cups of coffee 
in the kitchen: 
cups and cups, 
and us up to our elbows 
in potato peels, 
taking turns 
reciting poems. 
—Rachel Lebowitz (2006) 
Transect 5 
Within the CWH zone, there can appear vaguely unspecific, a hidden in a rain-cloud, 
green limb-entangled where? that is right in front of you, often lost from grasp within 
its own profusion. A complex of nebulous green, one that expands as it shrinks by 
microcosm within varied landforms across a multitude of ecosystems—some feeling 
the brunt of Pacific storms, others sheltered in the eastward lee of islands and inlets, 
flat muskegs and jagged propulsions of granite and shale. The Nass Basin. The 
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Stikine Plateau. Kaien Island. Talunkwan. Khtada Lake. Taku Inlet. The Dala-Kildala 
Estuary. Kitkiata. The Gitxaala Nii Luutiksm boglands. In reality—deep breath— 
everything happens at the level of twig and seed—at green—where we either accept 
green and let it in, or reject it, and attempt the impossible to keep it out, start various 
kinds of war. It should better be as Don McKay writes, where, "someone / inside you 
steps from the forest;" nose to bryophyte, hunched within wet moss, twiddling conifer 
seedcones, hunting fungi, wondering, feeling a thorn's sharp press into skin—yet 
reacting with curiosity and respect instead of with fear and anger {Long 181). 
Poet Rachel Lebowitz writes of the Finnish socialist Utopian colony of 
Sointula, which started on one island south of God's Pocket, in Queen Charlotte 
Strait, just around the northern tip of Vancouver Island. Sointula started up and nearly 
burned-down in the first few years of the twentieth century, initiated by idealistic 
immigrant Finns who hoped to escape the oppressive work and living conditions of 
Dunsmuir's Mines in Nanaimo. Although the ideals and materiality of their Utopian 
community failed, just like so many other similar experiments on the coast, the largest 
factor was likely the fact that, although they are highly productive for things like 
conifer trees, plethoric moss and lichen, salmon, and unique terrestrial organisms, the 
Indigenous rainforests of the North Coast are not an easy fit for the non-Indigenous 
human newcomer. After the Utopian settlement collapsed, most of the settlers 
scattered to wherever they could find work, or not, up and down the coast. "Three of 
them lived for a while," Lebowitz writes, "smashing up boats and sleeping under 
viaducts, drinking turpentine till their eyes turned yellow. Juno Storm died from a 
sliver in his hand. A river with a sliver" (75). 
Allergic. This is a good word for describing the shock and distress that so 
many colonial immigrants had in their earliest experiences of arrival, trial, and 
oftentimes escape. And this is what so many of the recent economic immigrants 
continue to experience, in meeting up with the wildness of the Indigenous rainforests 
all over the North Coast, where nothing comes easy, where the other-than-human 
realm is always pressing to regain stolen ground with its omnipresent green, where the 
rain is always coming down, and where the Indigenous presence pervades the 
atmosphere with its rightful omniscience. 
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Do I keep moving north 
beyond object or 
direction? Is distance 
measured by 
confusion? 
—Susan Musgrave (1976) 
(Plot D2: CP 2-BK 3 
The first time I encountered devil's club was in the patchwork-denude of the late 80s 
clearcuts, plantations, and remaining forests of the Morice River, at the easternmost 
extent of the CWH. I was as repelled as I was captivated. In the beginning, which 
always follows an end, devil's club is successful at physically and mentally arresting 
whoever and whatever approaches. My first self-absorbed reaction was to consider it 
overly aggressive—as if I had met a drunken thug itching for someone to swipe at. 
However, I soon began to think differently. There is no other plant quite like it in all 
of BC. Literally, the only way to approach devil's club is with respect. This species 
doesn't allow you to blunder along quickly, as humans feel they have entitlement to 
do, as they please. It prefers to grow overtop of the obstacle courses of slipperiest 
rocks, obscuring hidden sinkholes and crash-courses of overlapping, half-rotten logs, 
snaking its limbs over inhospitable terrain, spreading its giant leaves horizontally, 
interlocking them to form a closed canopy, creating an impenetrable, spiny green 
ceiling right between the knees and shoulders of human beings. When you reach to 
push one prickly limb out of the way or step upon one by mistake, three others 
invariably will swing in from out of your periphery, planting spines that break off in 
the skin of your knees, thighs and arms. Then, the giant leaves rake across your face 
and knuckles, leaving repeated warnings, as well as splashing you all the way awake 
with the water they have been collecting upon their broad, green, upturned hands. 
Git = "people" and Gi.x = "hemlock tree," from which Ginaxangi.k is derived; 
meaning, literally: "people of the hemlock" 
-Viola Garfield (1939) 
Dum baal-dum nda gush-gow dum da ack-gum. Gitxsan-Witsuwit'en affirmation: "We 
will try no matter how much ability we have." 
—Dum baal-dum (2008) 
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Transect 6 
Locate. Compass. Perambulate. In whatever myriad of forms the creator might take, 
he or she likely didn't consider the Western 'legalities' of ownership, possession, 
speculation, and market price expansion when thrusting stone out of water, or 
crawling as a salamander from under a redrot log. And although I might have to 
accept it, I profess to supporting the current Canadian rationales of private and 
corporate property, and similar veins of poetry, no more than the trees, fungi, insects 
and other organisms that grow within its bounds are cognizant of the concepts and 
mechanisms that alter lives so substantially. Rather than write another prose-poem-
essay here in this warm, dry, hermetically sealed box of a room, I prefer to regard and 
consider the phloem out in the rain, investigating the hollow centre where, if I don't 
pay enough attention, a mass of drenched ferns invariably obscures a Derrick-sized 
mossy hole. 
Although these are words on a page, they are not my proper idiom, and if half 
of these sentences don't make any literal sense, it is because I agree with Desskw, 
Walter Blackwater, who told Terry Glavin that, "to speak thoroughly and accurately 
about this countryside is impossible in English" (86). To speak about the Land in 
Gitxsanimx is something I have no experience with, but after most of a lifetime spent 
in the outdoors, my perspectives have shifted from the Canadian mainstream to an 
intuitive and critical embrace and investigation into the nature of such things as other-
than-human ethics and wild lan(d)gauges. Hardly a bit like Ken Belford, still, I have 
come from somewhere else to find my home, to observe and absorb information, 
always at least attempting to decipher or at least respect these new-old knowledges. "I 
have families. /1 hear the names of the land," "I live in another economy and it is both 
older / and younger," where "[s]urvival is subject matter, / the clod, the ball, the egg" 
(Ecologue 15, 23). 
If we were to take things more literally, then it really is as biologist M.A. Dirr 
writes: this is Canada, "land of the hemlock," and if anyone can be said to possess this 
property, it is the trees who built it with their accumulating biomass, trees who hold 
onto it with living roots far older and far more substantial than any act of 
Confederation (1187). And, as this is the Land of the Hemlock, the English language 
and its purveyors might start to apprehend and comprehend a more respectful and 
humble place amongst the lan(d)gauges of trees like the hemlock and the many other 
Indigenous entities of the this Land. Perfunctorily, if not presciently, the forest 
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science arm of the provincial government long ago designated this as the coastal 
western hemlock (CWH) zone, even though the dominant attitude reaches from 
considering the hemlock either as a weed or junk. From an ecological standpoint, 
unequivocally, the hemlock tree is one of many species that demonstrate a sustainable 
understanding of long-term biotic and ecosophical management practices for the 
North Coast. Hemlock trees and their associate species all across the region may not 
vote or petition the legislature, yet their deeds of entitlement are all there to be read 
within literally billions of vascular bundles of gymnosperm Braille, written up and 
down within the living sapwood and deeper, marking-out living testimonials that go 
back centuries, right into the dormant structural support of their heartwood, laid out in 
much deeper, still older layers upon the fragmented bedrock upheavals of the coast 
that describe thousands of years of legacy within soil horizons. 
Back when I spent all my time in the bush, I became a bit of a hermit, 
avoiding the telephone and the indoors, mostly 'wasting' my time on a bunch of 
things that still don't pay. I was also a kind of a forester. I was paid to participate in 
the distracting business of the industry's 'hard' values (how 'natural resources' 
transform into money), while at the same time paying as much divided attention as 
possible in order to learn as much as I could of all of these unimportant but crucial 
'soft' values (how all aspects of Land are interconnections of 'home'). In the forest, I 
might look up a great deal for my own benefit, but I mainly move horizontally from 
witness tree to witness tree for someone else's benefit, I mark out the marks that will 
soon no longer bask high up above the deadfalls but are kiln-dried and piled in gravel 
lots in rectangular stacks of lumber. 'Tree pimps,' that's what Cory, an old 
silviculture friend, used to call the timber cruisers. 
Working now on this sentence, I look up: yes, it's raining outside. The North 
Coast is a manifold of complex relationships, some of which go up and all of which 
go down, eventually. I have variously been a treeplanter, a silviculture fieldworker, a 
timber cruiser, a wood-chaser, a falling boundary follower—most always some kind 
of forest walker. And, although I may attempt and assay, I still do not consider myself 
a poet. Still, tomorrow always arrives and I was thinking these thoughts years ago. 
Now I am more of a kind, but never enough, and I suppose I have always sought the 
inconvenient means that poets pursue—bewildering as I go cranking along. Any kind 
of poem I might negotiate carefully off a bluff or twist off the rotting underside of a 
log will likely fall unread, but grow nonetheless, perhaps arcing into a pistolbutt that 
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is no kind of recognizable genre of text. Wishing, asking, I would prefer, even 
demand the necessity of taking the longest route to reach each any anywhere. I get 
these kinds of thoughts from spending so much time with hemlock saplings in the dim 
understory, where they hunker down for a hundred year stall waiting for a big blow 
over. 
Giv 'er a yank an' git 'er done! Speed and immediacy are often misconstrued 
as being what is most efficient or desirable. I believe that most often it is the opposite 
that is true, that is tree. Taking time is giving it and yet neither equate with either, if 
allowed to play out and make their way by ground-truth means. Case in point— 
generally, it is accepted that the denser, stronger, finer-grained wood in a 700 year-old 
successional stand tree is far superior to that of a soft, thick-grained, vigorously-
grown 80 year-old second growth from a plantation. Here, deep time, broad 
contemplation, and activities slowed to a crawl just short of a stall are what create a 
stable tripod, one that glosses respect for diversity and accords gratitude for green. 
Cycling back further in time, Hebda and Whitlock write that it was 14,000 to 
15,000 years ago that the Cordilleran ice sheet retreated from covering much of the 
North Coast region (227). The tree species that we see today didn't just appear at this 
time, but had lived here for hundreds of thousands of years beforehand, having been 
pressed southward by the glaciers or left isolated in areas of glacial refugia, such as 
Xaaydaa Gwaay and a few other areas of coastal Alaska. Shortly after the glacier 
retreat, lodgepole pine began colonizing the tundra-like terrain that was revealed up 
the coast, and after 2000 years a mixed forest of lodgepole pine, mountain hemlock, 
western hemlock, true fir, and Sitka spruce had developed (241, 243). Hebda and 
Whitlock write that western redcedar and Alaska cedar (yellow-cypress) expanded 
nearly to the limits of their range only 5000 to 4000 years ago (246). By this time, the 
hemlocks had become the dominant species; still, the current rainforest community 
types that we see today became established only about 2000 years ago (247). 
Considered as more of a constant adaptation to changing climatic conditions 
than as an ancient continuity, there is still a significant and humbling longevity 
expressed within these now perhumid rainforests, and this same sense is expressed 
within many the First Nations' communities that have both survived and thrived along 
the North Coast for many hundreds and mainly thousands of years before the arrival 
of European invaders. Pojar and MacKinnon note that "the geographical extent of the 
Northwest Coast peoples' cultural area is approximately the same as the range of 
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western redcedar," and that the earliest peoples on the North Coast "had an intimate 
relationship with the plants in their environment" (21). Anthropologists James A. 
McDonald and Jennifer Joseph reveal that archaeological evidence of shellfish 
middens in the Prince Rupert harbour area indicates that human occupation dates back 
at least 13,000 years (193). Archaeologist Roy Carlson describes the ancient Heiltsuk 
site of Na 'wamu, a redcedar-shielded cove, whose name roughly translates into 
"everything is close by," where there was an ancient village called Mah 'was, "loading 
place." Now referred to as Na 'wamu, this site contains midden caches of shellfish, 
mackerel and salmon bones that stratify 11,000 years into geological history (Glavin 
17). Journalist Terry Glavin demonstrates that, at Na 'wamu, the perishable 
commodities of a primarily marine harvest were successfully transferred into non-
perishable wealth and status, all through an elaborate economic system created by 
First Nations peoples, a system which was based on an understanding of balanced 
reciprocity (20). Since the arrival of Euro-Canadian-owned canneries in 1893, the 
marine harvest patterns that sustained this ancient culture have been drastically 
depleted, and Na 'wamu has been abandoned back to the natural forces of the North 
Coast (17). As a human community, Na 'wamu died in 1988, less than one hundred 
years after Western industry entered into the relationship. Na 'wamu last days of 
human involvement were in 1988, when it was a gas station for industrial fishing 
boats, and it was abandoned completely after the entire fishery of the Northwest was 
consolidated, centralized, and diminished by the global pressures of industrial 
overfishing (31). 
Na 'wamu is just one community of so many that have experienced such 
disruption and upheaval. The inherent destructiveness within the paradigm of 
colonialism and globalization bears the responsibility for these kinds of consequences, 
and indeed, here the words participation and relationship have been exchanged for 
the unsustainable predominant goals of profit and greed. Speaking to McDonald, 
Sm 'oogyet Hataxgm Lii Mideek, Alex Bolton, a Tsimshian Tribal Council leader from 
Kitsumkalem, comments about these and similar issues that are being experienced by 
the Tsimshian, as well as the Gitxsan, and other regional groups: "They have the same 
problems there. Their lands also are being wiped out, all their resources wiped out, all 
their land has been occupied, all their traditional foods are being depleted" (12). 
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We are taught that using a plant shows respect for its nature, and we use it in a way 
that allows it to continue bringing its gilts. 
—Robin Wall Kimmerer (2003) 
Should I recount all the lawless & brutal acts of white men upon the Coast you should 
think that those who visited it had lost the usual attributes of humanity, and such 
indeed seems to be the fact. The first expeditions were. ..entmsted to such men as 
could be picked up ready to undertake a hazardous adventure. These were often men 
of desperate fortunes, law-less & reckless, who, upon finding themselves beyond the 
pale of civilization and accountable to no one, pursued their object without scruple as 
to the means, and indulged every brutal propensity without the slightest restraint. 
<cordate both sides with scattered prickles to broad peduncles> 
«subtended by a narrow laciniate bract a rather» 
«<narrow sinus decumbent base»> 
<a> 
«nearly» 
«<orbicular» 
<outline> 
«pedicels» 
<«filiform>» 
<stamens> 
«twice» 
«<as»> 
<long> 
«as» 
«<ovate»> 
<petals> 
« » 
<« »> 
« » 
—William Sturgis (1804) 
« » 
<densely prickly 
«leafy above puberulent beneath 
« » 
sharply irregularly> 
acute serrate multilobes» 
«<inflorescence woolly terminal long stems erect base>» 
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Devil's Club: Oplopanax horridus (J.E. Sm.) Miq. 
(view 1 
All Indigenous peoples throughout the CWH zone, from northern California to Alaska, 
have their own names and tremendous respect for this plant. Starting from the flat 
estuary splays cropped with rice root lily, kneeling angelica and Lyngby's sedge—all 
of which are grizzly bear food—ts'iihllnjaaw (as it is called by the Skidegate 
Xaaydaa) entangles, coils upward, establishes dense communities, ravelling up-
outward in everyway, all the way to the subalpine (Turner Plants 153). S 'axt' (as it is 
called by the Sitka Tlingit) covers a lot of wet ground at low elevations, rolling 
prickly hoses over the roots of hemlock, alder, redcedar, cottonwood, spruce and 
aspen, basically anywhere that a great deal of water drains constantly through acid 
soils, whether they be shallow and steep or deep across broad seepages (Thornton 
208). Over blackwet ephemeral drainages choked with windthrow, cukilanarpak (as it 
is called by one of the most northern peoples in the subpolar rainforest, the Alutiiq of 
Kodiak) crowds within thimbleberry, kneeling angelica, cow parsnip, goat's beard 
and even fireweed, down and down narrow and broad, low-elevation creeks where its 
leaves, stems, and roots disperse much of the otherwise erosive force of torrential 
rainfalls (Alutiiq Museum). Along with red alder, wa'umst (as it is called by the 
Gitxsan) is one of the first plants to stabilize and revegetate the sheer abrupt and the 
torn rubble of avalanche chutes (Daly 148). In the summer of 2007, qwa.pulhp (as it 
is called by the Central Salish) brought me to a dead stop in my city sneakers, where I 
found it growing in a sidewalk garden at 14th and St George, not far from Main and 
Broadway in East Van (SFU). 
To your mind the Seven Sisters peaks, the red-purple runs of spawning sockeye 
salmon, even the day when you witnessed bald eagles tearing at a bear carcass— 
these were mundane in comparison to a city. These were not the events of news, of 
television and magazines. 
—Sarah de Leeuw (2003) 
Transect 7 
Standing with my partner Lisa outside the Skeena Bakery in New Hazelton, 
attempting to listen to the Land over the sound of traffic along Highway 16. On our 
way to Rupert, we are well past the territory of Gyolugyet of Kyas Yax, the House of 
Woos, the area currently known as Smithers (Glavin, Death 21). Cleared before the 
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reveal of the warm wet coastal influence and all that it entails, I have thirty years of 
life in the bush and twenty years of walking in BC forest, waking and working to 
arrange various things inside of me. Now, I am indeed a devotee, as ready as I can be 
for a Kaien Island winter and all the weather that Hecate Strait and the Alaskan Gyre 
can serve up. Here, at the tipping point between the Babine and the Hazelton 
mountains, two strong climate systems urge one another to see how much they can 
give: the coastal warm wet is piling in, overlapping and transforming the cold dry of 
the interior. As so many people will tell you about another winter spent at the vertex 
between the maritime and the continental—wringing their hands, complaining, 
threatening to abandon the spouses who dragged them here—winter is gloomy, 
oppressive, dreary, endless, miserable. Whatever it is, there's just too much of it, not 
nearly enough. 
Landscape ecology, as geographer Monica Turner puts it, should be 
considered in the context of the greatest breadth of perspective, in an interdisciplinary 
frame, one that can accommodate the numerous influences and interfaces as well as 
the conflict that is inherent to collisions of structures, functions, and change—and I 
think it's the same for the sanity of humans (173). As newcomers struggle to fit, their 
ignorance, lack of understanding, and the many other problematic conditions of 
human culture they ride in on become ills that reach into the greater communities. 
Borne out of the alien experiences of foreign arrival, these issues are revealed in what 
social theorist Gregory Bateson calls the "ecology of bad ideas" (484). In this 
paradigm, immediate self-interest trumps all other considerations: shallow thought 
creates empty plans where "error propagates itself' and destructive activities are 
undertaken without knowledge or concern for their consequences, propitiated by 
deluded individuals and groups that are blind to laws and protocols that already exist 
for important reasons. The landscape itself and its Indigenous communities are treated 
as a mere backdrop, as a residue that only echoes out of reach from the distant fences 
of ownership and property. At this point, a line drawn in the sand, the challenges and 
trials of reaching and negotiating understanding are negated by foreign laws, when, in 
fact, the Indigenous entities are most often persisting in another, more tangible 
version of Reality. Either unobserved or consciously blocked out of the vision of the 
assertive alien invader, the Indigenous community or individual is a seamless 
perpetuation, carefully and delicately emplacing itself as ongoing, generative, 
reciprocal components of a "wider eco-mental-system," one that leaves very few 
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markings or tracings because it does not progress through time and space either 
wielding a chainsaw or an industrial contract (ibid). 
Expanding upon the concept of the venue of careless abuse, Bateson reveals a 
luminous, new-old concept: that the environment itself is a layer or parallel entity of 
conscious mind, one which exists and thrives in resistance to the conceptual duality 
that is imposed between the human and the other-than-human—or, as in our case, the 
noxious alien invasive and the reciprocal, interconnected Indigenous—and Bateson 
posits that the negative outcome of this situation is that both the Indigenous human 
and other-than-human are "driven insane," with the subsequent corollary being that 
this "insanity is incorporated in the larger system of thought and experience" in both 
the human and other-than-human realm; and here I refer to the fabric of Canadian 
society and all that it is founded upon (ibid). So, the question arises, wherever we 
might find ourselves: do we have any real inkling or understanding of why we are 
here? Of how we should behave? Are we capable of adapting to this: a whole new set 
of variables, principles, and paradigms? Do we actually consider and grasp what we 
are getting ourselves into? 
Here, for starters, there are Other, very real trinaries, not to discover, but to 
respect: Anspayaks (the Kispiox River), looping and pooling its way south down the 
valley to meet up with 'Ksan (the Skeena River), where, a few bends later, Widzin 
Kwikh (the Bulkley River) slides in from the east (Daly 345, BCGNIS). To the north, 
it's Gitxsan territory, to the southeast, Witsuwit'en, and to the southwest, Tsimshian. 
And Highway 16 cuts the access route for various immigrant Canadian industries, 
cultures, and religions to enter, along the geographic seams where the three nations 
triangulate. From the standpoint of the ecological science of forest communities, this 
is also the unique intersection of three major biogeoclimactic zones: the Coast, the 
Interior, and the North (or Boreal zone). All three converge up Xsitxemsem (the Nass 
River) at around Meziadin. For Indigenous peoples, these many conjunctions 
highlight the fact that the region is an important and diverse locus for personal, 
community and geographic values, retained in trust and safe-keeping within the 
deeply nuanced Storied Lands of numerous traditional territories 
Where Lisa and I bewilder under the shadow of Stikyoo 'denhl, Mount Rocher 
de Boule, I can gather only a veneer sense of this presence, but I admit to being about 
as green as you can get (Johnson 42). For now, I can only wonder, kneel at the 
roadside, observe and listen for the most obvious stories out of the edge of the cut 
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fringe of this definitely Indigenous forest. Here, there is a milder and moister climate 
than in the drier and colder sub-boreal just to the east; as well, there is half as much 
rain as on the outer coast, and, quite wonderfully, the forest lands gather together all 
of the different animal and plant species that live separately on the coast, in the 
interior, and in the north. Back in 2008, just west of Kitwanga, not far from ' Wii 
Sg'artist, 'Big Mountain,' (one of the Seven Sisters), I was amazed to be able to walk 
into the edge of the forest and pick both prime black and red huckleberries, as well as 
Alaskan blueberries, and all from the same site—that is, from where I had just gotten 
off the highway (34). Another trivalent. The Three Sisters of North Coast berries. All 
I had to do was sit, crouch, or stand, as all three of these related species grow in 
stratified layers from the forest floor up: the black huckleberries being lowest down, 
right above the moss; blueberries, at about knee or waist height; and red 
huckleberries, up at shoulder height and higher, just under the lowest hemlock 
branches hanging with water droplets. 
Crouching, sitting, and standing back at my desk, I see that there is another 
trivalent: of thinking, writing, and living, one by which we might begin to revise our 
sense of community and build cultures of life-long learning, a kind that might 
eradicate the ecology of bad ideas. Deleuze and Guattari investigate the possibility of 
a new-old means of assemblage as part of a rhizomatic cultural processual. Their idea 
combines the knowledge formations of eco-logic with individual spontaneity and 
improvisation; their assemblage is an interdisciplinary cultural formation that "acts on 
semiotic flows, material flows, and social flows simultaneously" (23). Putting this 
idea together with a sense of the Indigenous concepts of being and dwelling, within 
thinking, writing, and living itself, indeed "[t]here is no longer a tripartite division 
between a field of reality (the world) and a field of representation (the book) and a 
field of subjectivity (the author). Rather," as Deleuze and Guattari describe, "an 
assemblage establishes connections between certain multiplicities drawn from each of 
these orders" (23). This interdisciplinary engagement, as a means of thinking, writing, 
and living, matches up with a trivalent perception of relationship on the North Coast, 
where we have three variously different communities—some unflinchingly disparate, 
some considerably well-interconnected. Again, I speak here of the wilder and 
anthropogenic realms of the rainforest, its variously assimilated and traditionally 
minded First Nations peoples, and the more recent immigrant Canadian communities, 
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all of which run the spectrum from wild to dissident to loosely domesticated to 
staunchly conservative. 
Within Deleuze and Guattari's rhizomatic activity of assemblage, an 
individual or a group does not operate by generating blind waves of dissonance, 
moving with standardized force toward hierarchically accepted goals. Instead, 
individuals or groups respond sensitively to signals within their environment and 
conjoin with many of the processes and activities that are occurring in generative 
concert. As in a rainforest ecosystem, it is the fruitfulness of interconnections that is 
realized, respected, and communicated with. This does not mean that the spawning 
salmon is no longer eaten alive by the bear. The rhizomatic activity opens itself to 
discern why this is so, and considers its activity appropriately and sensitively in an 
engaging, not destructive, response, keeping in ecological mind the directive of 
maintaining and protecting evolutive processes. 
There is a lot of water, knowledge, and wealth moving around and through the 
relatively open structure of the Babine and Hazelton Mountains. These northern 
Gitxsan landscapes are the zigzag thought troughs by which things either tip westward 
into what Roy Henry Vickers calls "the juice of the clouds," heading down 'Ksan, the 
Skeena River, or else trickling eastward into and eventually down the Fraser, heading 
all the way to Vancouver (8). Amidst so much coming and going of life essence, it is 
bewildering to stand and to think adventitiously where so many others have stood for 
so long with the same new-old idea in mind, where they still stand, knowing that 
water is always moving quickly away, yet is always present, as poet Lisa Robertson 
traces, blinks: "[t]here as well as here streams sifts chops up spits out twists passes 
and too remains" (5). Standing in recognition before any river in Gitxsan territory is 
to be taught the assemblage processual of circular time, whether considering the 
process of how salmon return from the springtime through to the winter, or just in the 
simple witness of water itself: always flowing away and yet always returning to 
distant headwaters, forming out of the ether of sky, dripping out of green branches in 
order that it can always be flowing away, whether down in Hagwilget canyon or 
everywhere: everything: all the time. Thinking this way about water is just as 
Sherman Alexie writes about time: "[s]ee, it is always now. That's what Indian time 
is. The past, the future, all of it is wrapped up in the now" (22). Just as water appears 
always to be disappearing, and as salmon migrate upstream to die each year amidst 
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the flow coming down from headwaters, both always miraculously return, somehow, 
ever present, per-humid, intermittently and always now. 
Eagles, ravens, geese, industry executives, and wealthy recreationalists might 
fly in and out, but for eulachon, salmon, and other people that are considered poor by 
Western standards, passages follow water north-north-west, up and down and up. 
Back on Highway 16, Lisa and I bewilder and wonder more road-riverside 
observations about tree-root, rhizomatic, and mycelial theories of the transformation 
of the rainforest. South: dangling serpentine tops. North: elegant branches like 
drooping wings. Now the hemlock and redcedar have begun to rise up and crowd in 
amongst the lodgepole pine, the aspen, and the hybrid spruce. The species and the 
forms of trees themselves bend and sway in adaptive response where moderating 
climate meets immoderate terrain. Interior species are exactly as they need to be: 
blunt and sturdy. Short-limbed pine and spruce have evolved to bear consistent, fair 
levels of dry snow, and grow in much colder, drier, open stands; they are able to 
simmer within abundant light and sustain routine summertime drought. Alternately, 
coastal species sweep and curve to proficiently shed heavy downpours and quick 
accumulations of often rain-heavy snow. Both redcedar and hemlock, with flexible 
whip tops and long, drooping branches accompanied by small, pliant needles or 
reptilian scales. Drought and heat. Dry and moderate. Dry cold. Cold and dry, thin 
and frozen. Wetter, wanner, wetter. Moderate, warmer and wetter. Wettest. Wet. 
All mushroom hunts are memorable to me, because I live with no 'entertainment.' 
Distractions are not necessary. I live in The Forest. I remember, thus I need no camera 
or computer. I have nothing against those things; but they have nothing for me. 
—Maya Szpakowski (1991) 
Blue Chanterelle: Polyozellus multiplex (Under.) Murr. 
(view 1 
These mushrooms are not necessarily blue, and are not true chanterelles. Mycologist 
Alexander Smith describes Polyozellus as I have stumbled upon them: frosted 
(glaucous) blue to deep blue, with crowded, vein-like gills. Duane Sept shows us his 
revision, as I've also squinted out: on the dorsal side they can also be deep violet to 
bluish black, smooth, with a wavy margin; on the ventral side, purple with a bloom (a 
powder-like covering, like on a plum or a grape) (55). Gary Lincoff says that they 
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form into many fan- to spoon-shaped caps with veined undersides that are dull purple 
to purplish grey (444). David Arora writes that blue chanterelles have very shallow, 
blunt gills running down the stalk, that they are jet-black with a dark grey underside in 
coastal Alaska, and deep blue or violet-tinged in the Rocky Mountains (22). Although 
they are universally regarded as being very rare, Smith writes that they are found only 
in the Pacific Northwest—but he is a scientist, and scientists are often incorrect about 
their assertions (30). It turns out that blue chanterelles also hide out in Korea, China, 
and in Japan as well, where they are equally rare, and are called Karasu-take or 
Karasu-maitake, named after the location where they were first found, within the 
rainforests of Crow Mountain (Imazeki 555). 
When Rose lived up the coast, her mother sent her new books once or twice a year. 
"So you wont get too out of touch with reality," her note might say. Or, "So you'll know 
what's really happening." Exclamation mark. "Love mother." 
-^Joan Skogan (1994) 
there 
as here, 
not one gap in the cloud. 
I forget bright blue 
accept proximity, walled-in by sky 
scrapers of metal 
and glass, 
of living, breathing wood 
I watch 
where my feet must 
or must not 
land. logger's caulks 
claw rotten logs. converse all-stars 
nimble 
broken glass 
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Waking to T'imlax'aamit 
(Trail of Story; The Fatal Game 
Hagbegwatku describes how the population of T'imlax'aamit grew large and 
prosperous, and many forgot the teachings of respect and humility, becoming lazy and 
decadent. Now, instead of partaking of industrious activities that promoted 
community and reciprocity with Nature, they created for themselves a leisure activity, 
a game like football. "They took a bear's stomach and they filled it and then they 
kicked it. They had sides and they kicked the bear's stomach from morning until 
night" (28). Quite suddenly, all of the people who were playing when they should 
have been working disappeared. This turned out to be the entire village, except for 
one teenaged girl. Again, this girl was obeying the protocols demanded for her first 
menstrual period: she was off away from the others in meditative isolation, beyond 
their decadent influence. 
Over time, she alone manages to magically repopulate the empty village, and 
she names her children after the few items she collected in the time after the villagers 
disappeared: some wood shavings, a small red stone, a feather, a skinning knife, and 
some other articles. Unfortunately, soon enough her very own seven children find the 
same ball used by the previous villagers, and they begin to play with it themselves 
(29-32). As soon as she discovers this, the young mother scolds them, saying: "it is 
forbidden by our people to mock any part of the animal kingdom" (32). Defying her 
in their ignorance, the children continue with their game, choosing to indulge in 
pleasure instead of the serious thoughtfulness and work of expressing respect. 
Hagbegwatku writes that "[t]he most outspoken one.. .the one most likely to do 
anything," Noelhz, reached out and grabbed a feather that fell as a warning from the 
sky and he "stuck it on his head" (33). Abruptly, the children transformed back into 
the nonhuman forms they were named after: one boy became a tree and another 
became a mountain. Yet all were magically returned to human form, as the sister 
reached up and cut the mysterious warning feather in half, disrupting the spell. This 
sudden and drastic transformation teaches them that there are serious, often inhuman 
consequences for disrespecting the wisdom of elders and the laws of Nature, and the 
children are made to understand that they should not torment, laugh at, waste, or use 
any portion of Nature for idle entertainment (34). During the night after the children 
admitted to their wrongdoing, the dismembered bones of the original villagers appear, 
and the next day the children and their mother reassembled each individual of the 
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village, bringing them all back to life with the aid of the cut pieces of the magical 
feather (35). 
...he tries to stay ahead of me by reading books 
he's hidden. I overhear him whispering the Latin and English 
names in the TV room. 
But it's the Indian names that quiet him. He says the most 
peculiar thing after I tell him the secret names of Salal and the 
story-trail they lead us to. 
—Philip Kevin Paul (2008) 
Transect 8 
Arriving from the east, slowly, intuitively, somewhat topologically, I reinterpret 
known landmarks west, acquaint myself with the mythologies of the new-old. 
Ascending and hopefully descending personal geography, my route thought-trundles 
through gaps in dizzying treewalls, rephrases glimpses of what soars or plummets 
beyond. This little white truck might follow the highway, streaked by lines of colour 
from insects killed across the grill and windshield, and my thoughts are coloured by 
these not insignificant tragedies of human mobility, but also by what flies and runs 
and thrives outside the denuded bloodlines of this right-of-way, this highway of tears. 
Slowly, slower, my eyes breathe mountains rising eternally and lunging and plunging 
slowly forward. They might shove a landslide into a valley here or there when the 
winter weather overwhelms them, but even these impersonal disruptions are turned 
into cautionary life lessons by traditional peoples. Considering imperial ideologies 
and colonial decision-making, in many cases outright genocide may have been an 
extreme, tertiary objective, and the practice of human cultural erasure became routine 
activities for many European explorers, various government and company officials, as 
well as for the waves of settlers who arrived not just during but since colonial times. 
As Ken Belford writes: "[t]hese roads suck blood. / The better the highway / the 
worse it gets" (Ecologue 20). Ignoring, denying, or mostly ignorant of the Indigenous 
names for geographic sites and regions, Europeans gave everything new names, most 
often after "some inconsequent and now forgotten statesman whom it seemed 
officially desirable to flatter at the time," as Eliza R. Scidmore points out with 
conscience, way back in 1896, which demonstrates that these attitudes were not the 
result of a pervasive cultural mindset that we have grown out of, but were considered 
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choices that we can still choose or not choose, even today (128). Another kind of 
genuflection, these ahistoricizations venerate the oppression and exploitation 
perpetrated by the capitalist drive, and it is important to note that almost all of these 
names stand to this day as entrenched symbols of the forces that divide and conquer, 
today by subtler weapons of lies, paper, writing, and litigation. 
On September 25,2009, Canada's conservative Prime Minister, Stephen 
Harper, was in Pittsburgh for the 2009 G20 Summit. Throughout his address, he began 
listing off various reasons why Canada was the envy of the other G20 nation-states. 
After giving numerous politically skewed statistics as fact, he closed with the eye-
popping remark that, "[w]e also have no history of colonialism" (Ljunggren/Reuters). 
Absurd as this statement is, many good-hearted British Columbians and Canadians 
alike tend to hold their patriotic heads up high as they commit their own similar acts 
and life works, those that utilize both a subtle and a brutal ahistoricism, and, many 
nationalistic 'historical' societies continue to fervently promote the fact that Lord 
such-and-such sent Crown representatives and governors all this way and as such are 
due the respect of having a mountain or a street or a park named after them, asserting 
the belief that the only harm done was justified in bringing prosperity and progress to 
so many spheres of culture and society. Clearly, all of this otherwise untouched land 
has been 'improved,' as the common official adjective describes settler and industrial 
transformations of the Indigenous rainforests of the North Coast, and as they do for so 
many other Lands around the globe. Recently, I was in an e-conversation with 
someone in England who was shocked to learn that we still even call this place British 
Columbia. As a small sign of hope, on December 11, 2009, just over two months after 
Harper's outright lie at the G20 meeting, the Xaaydaa Council was able to negotiate 
the reclamation of their own original name of Xaaydaa Gwaay for their historic 
homeland, even though the BC government refuses to spell it this way on its official 
signs and documentation, still attaching the colonial-era tag of "Queen Charlotte 
Islands" (which was the name of a ship) before the name Haida Gwaii (CBC News). 
After all, Xaaydaa Gwaay looks so foreign. 
Whether they were businessmen, settlers, or labourers, many of the European 
colonists who came to the North Coast directly dispossessed First Nations' peoples 
from their lands, taking over all of the best sites for their own quickly growing 
communities. Historian William G. Robbins writes that this emigrant population, 
"imbued with the notion of profiting from nature's abundance," "overran and pushed 
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aside an already decimated native population" from the most valuable lands, which 
were usually the few ideal settlement locations of the river and coastline (318, 317). 
Summing up the perspective that polarized the sensibilities of the new arrivals, 
Robbins adds that the European interloper, "imbued with a commercial ethos that 
viewed the natural world in terms of its commodity potential," "then imposed upon 
their freshly established homelands new bounds for reckoning the landscape, new 
definitions for natural phenomenon, and new perceptions about a common 
environment" (317-18, 317). Government initiatives followed to legalize the activities 
of repression, exclusion, denial and outright theft into the sanctioned, acceptable 
policies of European entitlement that continue to this day. As historian Margaret 
Ormsby writes, Governor Douglas created a land policy in the 1860s that allotted 160 
acres to any British subject who would occupy and improve the land (quoted in 
McDonald and Joseph 199). And, as McDonald and Joseph reveal, First Nations were 
disqualified from participating in this privileged program and could claim no 
preemption rights in response (199). Gunboat diplomacy was also used on the North 
Coast as part of the provincial government's economic strategies. Providing a show of 
force that meant to intimidate Gitxsan chiefs, in 1872 two naval gunboats were sent 
into the delta of the Skeena, to the village of Metlakatla (198). This event occurred in 
response to a transport blockade that was set up by First Nations after the village of 
Gitsegukla, with its twelve longhouses and twelve totem poles, was destroyed by a 
fire that was set by white prospectors passing through the region (ibid). 
Even as the decades of settlement and development continued, with First 
Nations becoming involved in the expansion of salmon canneries, industrial forestry, 
and other aspects of the new economy, European colonists and industrialists 
employed diverse means towards controlling and defining all aspects of expanding 
activity on the North Coast to maximize their own benefit and disrupt the Indigenous 
system (199). As McDonald and Johnson reveal, despite the complex impediments 
put forth in the form of social, cultural, and industrial regulations, these changes were 
not passively accepted by the many First Nations groups throughout the region (ibid). 
Despite the litany of abuses and tragedies that continue into the present, First Nation's 
cultures continue to thrive, and, amazingly enough, there is still a small but hopeful 
persistence and the affirmation of a willingness to share. 
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Transect 9 
True chanterelles or not, Polyozellus multiplex are also mycorrhizals (myco = 
mushroom; rhizal = roots), a type of fungi that form mutually beneficial relationships 
with various associative tree and plant species, all of which have been 
phylogenetically adapting to one another's requirements for tens of thousands of 
years, and in some more primitive species, possibly much, much longer (Money 59). 
Just under the mosses, there is an electrical relay and communication system that 
nourishes an intense barter economy, one that operates for equivalence and reciprocal 
value exchange within the topmost layers of the forest floor. In this complex 
arrangement, fungal mycelia work like a vast underground network of minute 
middlemen. Hyphae, fine white hairs that form the greatest mass of fungal growth, are 
colonies of filament cylinders that stream out in connections with one another at the 
single cell level; they branch like river deltas or organize into fence or railway-line 
like patterns that often become dense mazes within the forest floor. These mycelial 
web or lace structures act with forest trees in two ways: 1) by creating sheath 
connections around the outer surface of the growing roots of partners—an 
ec/omychorrhizal association; 2) by invading the interior root cells of hosts—an 
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enrfomycorrhizal association, creating what is commonly called vesicular arbuscular 
mycorrhizae (Stamets 24). 
In both of these mutualistic relationships, where "neither partner can thrive 
without the other," water transpiration by trees and plants, as well as the ingestion of 
nutrients, nitrogenous compounds, and essential elements like phosphorus, copper, 
and zinc increase substantially (Money, Stamets 19). As mycologist Nicholas P. 
Money describes, fungi create sustainable relationships with plant partners within 
highly acidic, nutrient-poor soils; they extract inorganic compounds such as calcium 
and magnesium for their plant associates by actually penetrating and breaking apart 
rocks, thus accessing and transferring carbohydrates from plants in return (59). All of 
these vital exchange activities occur at much higher rates than would otherwise be 
available without the associative connections, and over greater distances along vastly 
extended pathways that numerous interconnections with multiple species create. The 
increased growth and activity of tree and plant roots serve in turn to enable the fungi 
themselves to access a greater breadth of woody debris for decomposition, as their 
mycelial networks interconnect with the broadest possible range of components and 
players in the matrix of the forest floor and decomposition communities (Stamets 24). 
Operating at the scale of the single-cell in connection with other single cells, the 
absorptive capability of mycorrhizae stratifies not only horizontally but vertically in 
intricate patterns throughout the litter, fermentation, and humus horizons of forest 
soil—the economy of structure within fungus-soil industry working in the same way 
that information is stratified in layers within the pages of a book. Thus, the area of 
active fungal activity may be ten to one hundred times greater than the measurable 
distance, or mycelial page size, between trees and plants across the forest floor 
(Stamets 24,10). Through this reciprocal process, both plant and fungal growth 
accelerates, with all associative species substantially extending their ranges. This 
creates not only a more robust tree or plant, but also a healthier forest, and increases 
the overall strength of species' resistance to attacks by pests, diseases, and external 
invasive stresses like physical damage from animals and weather. Even terrestrial 
animals are vital players in these networking communities. 
Forest biologists C. Maser and Z. Maser's data confirms that the dynamic of 
squirrel populations in association with hypogeous mycorrhizal fungi, nutrient-fixing 
bacteria and coniferous trees is complex, and they write that all squirrel species 
throughout Cascadia are mycophagous and eat the below- and above-ground fruiting 
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bodies of dozens of genera of mycorrhizal fungi (25). Midges and numerous other 
insects are also important associates in these communities. Drawn by the scent of 
spore activity during the fruiting season, many insects lay their eggs within 
mushrooms, their larvae then feeding upon the seasonal availability of the flesh of 
above-ground fruit, adults hovering and congregating throughout these high-activity 
zones, larvae and adults both intercepting microscopic spores that adhere to their 
surfaces and are thus transported to other parts of the forest. 
Mycorrhizae both stabilize and aerate forest soils, firstly as they establish far-
reaching patterns of associative root connections and increase tree and plant root 
strength and growth; and, secondly, as their activities act like minute white garden 
forks that ply and bulge the forest floor, especially during fruiting season, where often 
very large mushrooms burst apart the soil as they expand rapidly upwards and 
outwards (Stamets 11). Soil scientist K. A. Armson notes that fungal hyphae create 
beneficial aggregate structures between organic and mineral elements within forest 
soils, either through their mechanical 'net' effects as their hyphae expand, or through 
their by-production of resins and gums that act as beneficial binding agents, in 
addition to the gasses created by their decomposing activities (25). As many fungi 
make associative relationships with dozens and even hundreds of other species, their 
mycelia regulate and create water and mineral transport systems and serve functions 
of balance and supply to multiple species simultaneously over vast distances. In ideal 
situations, the hyphae of some mycorrhizal fungi envelop hundreds and thousands of 
hectares together in continuous, broad-ranging networks of cells that share and thrive 
in white thread matrices that are at once extremely fragile, yet extraordinarily 
adaptive and quick to self-heal, stitching themselves together through the forest floor 
and eventually in association with numerous species throughout the forest community 
as a whole (Stamets 24-26). Despite this, every road, each machine scrape, and every 
industrial transformation of the landscape that human beings make bifurcates and 
adversely interrupts this critical aspect of the Real Work. 
"I'm kind of bitter. This is a damn rainforest. It was put here to log." 
—Bob Widmyer, former Ketchikan mill worker (2007) 
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She viewed the over-culture with scepticism; she valued a certain intimacy and 
protectiveness that were highly conscious as well as instmctive, and she valued her 
personal connection to the wild. 
—Roger Dunsmore (1997) 
Transect 10 
Looking out the window of our apartment on Third Avenue in Prince Rupert—right 
across from city hall—all I see is perfect grey. Truly, that's why I live here. It may 
seem as if not much happens. The fog builds up every day and once in a blue moon it 
burns off. A great many shops sit empty along the main streets, as do more canneries 
in the industrial fringes of town. Poor people, many kinds of First Nations, lots of 
teenagers, along with the occasional master's student, all walk here and there about 
town, while the more affluent mostly drive brand new automobiles, even though there 
is nowhere in Prince Rupert that is not accessible by what at most would be a ten or 
fifteen minute walk. Blacktail deer wander people's yards and stroll from forest strip 
to forest strip. A great many eagles and ravens form their own cultural strata 
downtown, acting as if they own the place, which they do. The rainforests stand above 
us on the steep mountainsides, trickling water, growing upwards, getting blown down 
one or two trees at a time, decaying, trickling more water. From a forester's 
perspective, it's mostly junk wood—hemlock surprise: half-rotten, badly deformed by 
mistletoe, most either inaccessible across muskegs and a zillion creeks or up abrupt 
cliffs. From an Other perspective, these rainforests are living proof of the richness of 
'poverty,' highlighting the disparity of values between the intrinsic, pragmatic 
necessity of the living wild and the extrinsic, capitalist drive for growth and 
constructing transferable equity—just like the difference between the poor and the 
affluent people in town. 
Jane Jacobs writes about these particular ideas, scrutinizing the ecological 
parametres of human economic activity, arguing that "nature affords foundations for 
human life and sets its possibilities and limits," and that economic life itself "is for 
teaching our species it has responsibilities to the planet and the rest of nature" (10). 
This, perhaps, is organic evidence of an 'economic truth.' So, as trees, salmon and 
other other-than-human entities live relatively non-capitalistic existences of 'wild 
autonomy' in interdependent, interconnected wild and semi-wild communities, 
perhaps human existence can be re-perpetuated and allowed to 'thrive' in a similar 
non-participation with capitalism and globalization, within a refusal to accept what 
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anthropologists Charles R. Menzies and Caroline Butler call "the limited vision of 
those who see value only in activities that generate immediate profits" (3). Penetrating 
the ecological surface of the effects of capital on the Indigenous rainforest, the 
activities of exploitation are destructive enough, but, as F61ix Guattari argues, the 
corollary effects of these activities upon human communities are the "dramatic dead 
ends" of "[unemployment, oppressive marginalization, loneliness, boredom, anxiety 
and neurosis" (20). Can a revised model for human economic activity and the thriving 
of human communities become perspective versions of saying No to the dominant 
worldview of a materialistic, consumption driven monoculture? Instead, can we 
accept and embrace—even incrementally, act by solitary act—Other forms that 
deviate from the growth model of nineteenth-century economic theory? Guattari, 
among many others, calls for revolution by incremental activity, by which he means, 
"cultivating a dissensus" in order "to confront capitalism's effects in the domain of 
mental ecology in everyday life: individual, domestic, material, neighbourly, creative 
or one's personal ethics" (33). 
Again, I can only wonder with more questions. Is there a community of such 
voices and worldviews on the North Coast, and if so, can these become connected and 
activated, and can they work to lift themselves from stations of despair and disillusion 
to agency and empowerment? Is there a rhizomatic, mycorrhizal, even an enduring 
tree-root paradigm that can be established or re-established as an assemblage of 
alternatives? Cree anthropologist Shawn Wilson writes that within an Indigenous 
ontology there may be multiple realities, and that truth itself is not an external 
paradigm, but likewise, "reality is in the relationship that one has with the truth," or, 
to put it a few more ways, "reality is relationships or sets of relationships," and 
"reality is not an object but a process of relationships" (73). But how does an 
alternative become an option and do options alternate? Are options actuals? Where 
and when do we engage with the Real Work in the Real World? How do we find what 
is really true? 
True: (etymology) from the Greek treu or the Indo-European derew, (deru or 
drue), which derives from "tree." In Old English, "tree" was treow and "true" 
was treowe. Both refer to wood—firmness—rootedness. Truth is a tree: 
etymologically, figuratively, literally (Webster). 
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How surprising it would be to find peoples who inhabited and made a living in an area 
for hundreds and perhaps thousands of years and yet failed to notice detailed 
relationships between organisms and their physical environment? 
—Paul E. Minnis and Wayne J. Elisens (2000) 
Transect 11 
Every day, decisions happen, whether or not we see the consequences of decisions or 
their rippling through relationships. If a cook at a floating logging camp north of 
Kincolith pauses to scan the outline of conifer crowns above the inlet, she may or may 
not recognize a solitary dead mountain hemlock tree on the ridge. Standing fully 
lemon-grey with old man's beard lichen (.Dolichousnea longissima) and witch's hair 
(Alectoria sarmentosa), to a forester this is an age class 4 snag, with conk in 1, a 
crook in 2, a fork in 3, a rotten butt end and a rotten top, "hemlock surprise"—a 
nearly dead tree with no merch value. For the logging camp cook, this tree might and 
might not be just a quaint, even poignant story of persistence and endurance, 
reminding her that all lives are gestures of taking and giving, and that, as 
anthropologist Paul E. Minnis and biologist Wayne J. Elisens describe, "the 
relationships between culture and nature are, not surprisingly, reciprocal and ever 
changing in a variety of ways" (8). With this she may retrieve a glimpse of what 
Indigenous literature scholar Roger Dunsmore calls, "the pervasive experience and 
concept of the primal value of relatedness" (13). After this pause and reflection, she 
may, as usual, just burn the trash in the incinerator, have another cigarette and watch 
reality TV off the camp's satellite dish. Yet she may also think further, of her father, 
her littlest sister. Perhaps this lichen-hanging pole of mostly rotten wood will remind 
her of her grandmother—holding fast, accepting a place in the big scheme of things, 
persevering and still giving. 
Not at all trivial within this lateral branch extension, a female mink may view 
this same hemlock snag as safety, home, nest, food cache, hiding spot, as a prime 
lookout for hunting and a shelter from the wildly inclement weather, as a fine sun 
deck, just as her ancestors have done for generations. This tree, after all, has been 
standing here for perhaps 700 years, maybe more, standing dead for 200 or more of 
those years. At face value, both the mink and the snag may appear to be 'useless' 
from a purely economic perspective as negligible-value commodities. Yet within the 
combined spheres of ecological science and systems theory, both are niche species 
that retain necessary, inherent, and nuanced values within the understanding that Paul 
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M. Wood and Laurel Waterman work to explain, whereby "each species is a 
component of a collectivity which spawns the emergent property that is 
biodiversity—the essential environmental condition" (168). 
Where some elements of ecocriticism and ecological science work to 
incrementally revolutionize Western perceptions, the Indigenous perspective has been 
both patiently and none-too patiently waiting for the West to get up to speed on the 
issues and slow its operations down. Still, up the North Coast, for some members of 
First Nations communities, identifying with images of tradition can become nothing 
more than a shallow sentimentalism, or the convenient crutch of political 
opportunism. If there is no ethic or practice behind it, no vision of pragmatic 
usefulness, cultural window-dressing serves only to complicate the problems with 
obfuscation. Still, for many, there is a very real perception of maintaining roles within 
the Indigenous rainforest from a combined subjective/objective viewpoint, where the 
Storied Land is valued and engaged not only as the ancient/revered cycle gift of life, 
but just as importantly as a respected and dignified member of the immediate family. 
Although we have touched upon this earlier, this concept has been engaged fruitfully, 
by ethnobotanist Nancy J. Turner and others, who describe it as "kincentric ecology," 
a worldview that encapsulates the fundamental interconnection of cultures within both 
the natural and the other-than-human world {Earth's 72). The Nuu-chah-nulth of the 
west coast of Vancouver Island have a phrase, "heshook-ish tsawalk," which means 
"everything is one," and, in speaking to Turner, educator and hereditary chief Umeek, 
E. Richard Atleo, unpacks this idiomatic phrase as signifying a consideration of the 
fact that all things are related and interconnected, that all things are sacred, that all 
things are to be respected (Earth's 72-73). Within this philosophy, the Creator created 
the physical world out of the spiritual world, and, experientially, these two realms 
remain as one (Atleo 10). Anthropologist Fikret Berkes writes that a major part of the 
Indigenous perspective centres upon a "community-of-beings worldview," one that is 
social as much as it is physical (92). Through this circular, inclusive lens, the 
Indigenous rainforest is much more than an entangled mess of hindering trees and all-
pervasive moss, it is a manifold sequence of various interrelated entities, their 
consequent intentions and activities, and many deeper-than-visible realities. 
One method for exploring these ideas of social and natural values lies where, 
as Roger Dunsmore writes, we consider "the pervasive experience and concept of the 
primal value of relatedness" that traditional First Nations embody within the ancient 
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complex of land-based knowledges (13). Berkes engages these larger, highly nuanced 
conceptions of the Land (again, here with a capital L), stating that this Indigenous 
sense of Land is much more than physical geography, it is privileged more as a 
network of life, one whose deeper processes are meticulously studied and combined 
with activities of human life (6). Beyond the particular Land-based lessons and 
teachings that accumulate in TEKW, kincentrism itself need not be a purely 
Indigenous concept. Visions of kincentrism can extend within any milieu or culture 
that seeks aid from its generosity, for anyone who seeks answers to questions that 
extend beyond the limits of self. Sociologist Richard Sennet discusses a version of 
this notion as he considers the Western concept of the "social bond," which embraces 
"mutual dependence" as its central tenet (139). Sennet urges everyone, amidst the 
technological pressures of hyper-mediation within globalization, to embrace the 
notion of our "shared fate," proposing that this is a means by which we can assemble 
in diverse company to resist the hegemonic forces of globalization (ibid). The Land 
makes the same promises of providing its generosity within a shared fate. 
Here on the North Coast, Indigenous cultures and the depth of their 
knowledges have arisen out of many centuries and in some cases even millennia of 
careful observation, synthesis and adaptation. Indigenous concepts of the sources and 
origins of generosity and reciprocity are founded in the supposed archaisms of raven, 
redcedar, whale, eagle, and salmon, and so many more other-than-human entities, all 
of which were once related to or took human form. These Indigenous 'myths'—where 
people marry animals and thus come to understand how their societies were born out 
of linked cohesion—have as much relevance today, not just as a metaphor, even for 
Westerners who cannot fathom accepting any literal or figurative interspecies 
relationship. Within TEKW these myths of human/other-than-human relations reveal 
intricate understandings of how it is to thrive in a place where the wild is a living 
home, exemplified by knowledges of contemporary reciprocal practices that are 
intimately tied to and borne out of vivid and memorable stories of historical 
beginnings amongst the other-than-human realm. Working closely with the natural 
environment on a day-to-day basis over such extensive periods of time, the many 
versions of traditional First Nations culture on the North Coast remain as integral 
components of a complex multiplicity that can be delineated in at least three modes of 
persistence: 1) in ancient institutional root-forms of traditional practices and beliefs, 
2) in spontaneous rhizomatic engagements within the constant flux of contemporary 
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existence, and 3) in deep mycelial-form intellection and interconnection and 
transspecies reciprocity, all of which add up to the creation of wisdom in biotic 
communities. 
Ethnobotanist Nancy J. Turner explains that practitioners of TEKW "seek to 
discover a richness in understanding and wisdom, as well as gaining an immense 
satisfaction in knowing and living in their home places" (3). And, as anthropologist 
Basso elaborates, "[w]ith symbolic reference points for the moral imagination and its 
practical bearing on the actualities of their lives—the landscape in which the people 
dwell can be said to dwell in them" (102). The complex mental constructions that 
Indigenous peoples "impose upon their landscapes have been fashioned from the 
same cultural materials they impose upon themselves as members of society. Both 
give expression to the same set of values, standards and ideals" (ibid). These 
distinctions designate Indigenous forms of ecological knowledge as being culturally 
integrated, holistic in scope, and both naturally and highly interdisciplinary, revealing 
the necessity for bringing them to bear within any discussion of the workings and 
meanings of the perhumid rainforest and all of the human communities that have 
latched themselves onto the North Coast. 
Revealing the level and meaning of an Indigenous worldview embedded 
within the Land, anthropologist Julie Cruikshank writes of the Tlingit who live up-
coast, stating that not only does the land, the glacier, or the river "hear" the people, 
but the Tlingits themselves, through at.oow [their historical oral narratives] and 
various other means, "hear" the Land itself as it transmits its wisdom, which they use 
to construct models for personal behaviour and cultural practice (11,25,40, 69). 
Anthropologist John Swanton writes of the traditional interspecies or inter-entity 
perspective of how the Land demonstrates and reveals its purposes, its meanings, and 
its knowledges, describing how "[t]he world and all it contained were the products of 
mind and bore everywhere the marks of mind. Matter was not something which had 
given birth to mind, but something which had formerly been mind" (quoted in Snyder 
Proceedings 37). Swanton adds that, "[t]his mind was visibly manifested in the so-
called 'living things' as plants, and.. .animals," by which we are reminded again that 
the material and the spirit are not distinct, and how it is important that, "human beings 
must not isolate themselves from the mind residing in [nonhuman Nature], lest the 
human mind so isolated become impoverished and imbalanced" (ibid). 
This takes us to what anthropologists Tim Ingold, Thomas F. Thornton, Keith 
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J. Basso and others have come to understand as the Indigenous sense of being, or 
dwelling, and it is what many traditionally minded First Nations peoples formerly live 
by in a natural, intuitive, and intimate sense, and which a great deal of others, writers 
and readers included, need to discover and reacquire the presence for recognizing and 
embracing. This is the perspective of "feeling, hearing, knowing what else is there;" 
as Indigenous author and cultural specialist Linda Hogan writes, it is "that which is 
around us daily but too often unacknowledged, a larger life than our own" (38). And, 
as ethnoecologist Leslie Main Johnson so cogently describes, bringing mind and 
being together, "the world itself is aware, and people exist in a dynamic and 
interactive relationship with all of its aspects, threading a careful path across the 
landscape, alert to all possibilities....rooted in experiential engagement" (148). Ingold 
reveals that the Tlingit of southeast Alaska do not "approach their environment as an 
external world of nature that has to be 'grasped' conceptually and appropriated 
symbolically within the terms of an imposed cultural design... indeed, the separation 
of mind and nature has no place in their thought and practice" (Perception 42). This 
literal, geographically integrated being centres upon a life of daily practice where 
everything is understood as originating within the natural world, whether it be food, 
stories, building materials, clothing or cultural knowledge. 'Everything,' is an 
encapsulating sensibility within this Indigenous worldview. Dwelling is practical as 
much as philosophical, and everything becomes "constituted in life, not just in 
thought, and it is only because we live in an environment that we can think" (60). As 
Sitka elder Herman Kitka told Thornton, "if we didn't put up our foods, we wouldn't 
have a culture" (119). Ingold describes dwelling as a complex embedded "perspective 
that involves substantial knowledge-in-practice," and is a sense of purpose and 
activity that evolves and changes with a people's seasonal routines as they move from 
place to place: from summer fishing camp to herring roe harvest area, to marmot 
hunting on the mountainside and weeks camped near the subalpine berry patch, back 
down to the salmon weir on the autumn riverbank and on to storage preparations at 
the winter village site (Hunting 32). Traditional dwelling is the integration and 
culmination of all experiences of practical life—the production activities of cultural 
industry, its social activities and rituals, every individual's personal emotions and 
spiritual connections, the larger community ceremonies and institutions, anything in 
existence that happens within, against, or somehow as embedded within the Storied 
Land. Dwelling is dependent upon this breadth of day-to-day practicality and a deeper 
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perspective of living attachment to the Land, and a people who dwell in this sense 
cannot exist as a people except with a great many elements and principles of this 
paradigm kept integrated and intact, kept alive. For the most part, Western society no 
longer possesses or envisions any propensity or necessity for dwelling in this sense of 
the word, although many people are cognizant of something important that is missing 
from their lives and that this important missing has something to do with the Land. 
do real trees contain truth? 
where realities conflict 
do power and force combine 
to fulfil destiny, create scars: 
down that eroded sidehill 
along this failed cutslope 
through another failed marriage 
rippling rootless disconnect? 
(japanese Tsu-ga: tree and mother 
hemlock trees express principles, duties, love 
undercutting the "unswerving pivot" 
re-alienation is another shareholder golf luncheon 
reality is choosing between longbars: 
husqvarna, stihl, poulan 
—ft doesn't matter which, where 
who, when a Canadian handfaller daydreams 
an inevitable pink slip 
to an inadvertent dutchman 
on 60% post-consumer stock an erickson skycrane 
pitching fresh-cut bundles 
to waterdrops in the inlet 
looks profitable enough 
yet 85% moisture content 
of cambial circuitry 
sinks half a millennia 
of living knowledge 
wild philosophy 
re-alimentation 
within winter-drenched cones 
elicits a shrug 
from a forest scientist 
seeking tenure 
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Talking is the most dangerous thing they can do. All their words are traps. Talk turns 
from the moment—the children's day, an owl seen, or a bear—into other things, the 
maybe, the what if, or worse, the how and why. 
—Patrick Lane (1992) 
Waking to T'imlax'aamit 
(Trail of Story. Strange Feasts 
After a time, the children intermarried with people from various other neighbouring 
clans, and over a number of generations T'imlax'aamit grew to become a prosperous 
city once more. Unfortunately, but predictably, the people again flattered themselves 
with self-indulgent narcissism, believing themselves to be both the rulers of people 
and the masters of animals. Hagbegwatku writes that, as there was so much game in 
the valley, respectful hunting soon degenerated into a sport devoid of protocol, and 
thoughtless young hunters climbed the mountains and killed goats for fun; instead of 
respecting the gift of a life given freely for the people's survival, the sport-hunters left 
most of the meat to rot, taking only trophies, showing off their collections of goat 
horns (45, Glavin 74). Still, there remained one respectful hunter who only killed 
what he needed for food, but once as he returned from the mountain he discovered 
that the sport-hunters had captured a kid goat alive and were abusing and tormenting 
it for their amusement (Barbeau 226). Immediately, the respectful young hunter 
rescued the kid goat and cleaned its wounds, apologizing and speaking respectfully, as 
if it were a family member. Before setting it free, he marked its face with red paint 
and made a small incision, inserting a feather into its forehead (Hagbegwatku 46). He 
did this so that he could identify the goat as it grew up, hoping to follow and admire 
the progress of its life as he lived his own in memory of this disrespectful incident. 
Life carried on, but shortly thereafter a mysterious group of seemingly high-ranking 
chiefs crossed the river. They met the people of T'imlax'aamit with what were the 
familiar, customary greetings. The strange visitors were taken as honoured guests to 
the chiefs longhouse, where they themselves invited the people back to their own 
distant village for a feast. So it came to pass that the entire population of 
T'imlax'aamit travelled away with the mysterious visitors, back across the river and 
up to a mysterious village, then into a large ceremonial house (ibid). As they arrived 
and seated themselves appropriately, a one-horned goat began to perform a spirit 
dance of the noxnox, (a spiritual or supernatural power) and what followed was the 
finest feast they had ever experienced (47, Johnson Trail 49). The respectful young 
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hunter who had earlier spared the kid goat was approached during the feast by a 
strange man with a red face and a feather on his forehead, who called him friend. The 
strange young man told him: "I have been sent to help you because you helped me at 
one time" (Hagbegwatku 48). This young man with the painted face warned him to 
remain seated after the feast, because all of the visitors but himself were doomed, and 
were going to be punished for committing disrespectful acts, of killing for illegitimate 
reasons. When the feast ended, one by one, the people went out through the door, and 
all disappeared. Alone in the darkness, the young hunter remained until morning, 
where he found "he was sitting right in the heart of the mountains" on the heights of 
Stikyoo 'denhl, and everywhere upon the ground were scattered the dead bodies of the 
villagers. The friendly young man with the red-painted face returned to console him, 
revealing himself as one of the mountain goat people. Then he offered him his white 
fur jacket and lead him magically and safely down the mountain, back to 
T'imlax'aamit, which is desolate, devoid of human life once more (49-50). 
the myth of forestry runs deep 
channels down hillsides 
ends up back in vancouver 
-Rob Budde (2008) 
The Queen Charlotte Islands were not the wonderland he had envisioned from the 
middle of a cold Ontario winter. The unspoiled wilderness and quaint communities at 
the edge of the world were, in fact, as cold and wet and as unwelcoming as any of the 
numerous places he had lived before. He hadn't seen the wilderness. There were no 
roads to it, and after the indignity of being flat on the deck for six hours on the crossing 
from Prince Rupert, he was not excited about going for another round of seasickness 
on one of the old fishing boats that local mariners had salvaged from the beaches to 
charter for tourists. 
—Paul McCuish (1994) 
Transect 12 
In his 2002 contribution to the Forests For the Future project, anthropologist John 
Corsiglia analyses research and public education strategies within the traditional 
territories of the Tsimshian Nation, with the hopes of bringing TEKW together with 
the objectives of industrial forestry. Within this context, Corsiglia presents the Nisga'a 
legend of Txeemsim, where an impressionable, uneducated neophyte figure is 
"afflicted by a netherworld demon and becomes consumed by ravenous hunger, lust, 
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and continuous cravings for stimulation and advantage" (222). After a long journey 
and many mishaps, the comic supernatural hero eventually finds maturity and 
enlightenment, learning the value of respect and reciprocity, and the necessity for 
selfless duty to community (ibid). The Txeemsim story illustrates how youthful 
ignorance and vain ambitions can often lead to an accumulation of mistakes that one 
must admit to learn from and strive to correct, and where afterwards an individual can 
gain wisdom through adherence to traditional values and teachings. However, today 
we live in an increasingly fragile world where industrial-scale errors have deep and 
rippling consequences, and where now even the poor choices of individual consumers 
accumulate to increasingly worsen our situation. With this in mind, are such 
traditional First Nations lessons as Txeemsim useful, conflated as they must be within 
today's social environment of the hyper-mediation of trivia-over-knowledge and 
subsequent needless over-consumption, which results in building pressures of global-
scale ecological and social injustice? Today, as anthropologists Menzies and Butler 
warn, TEKW must be viewed with a degree of skepticism and be subjected to intense 
critical analysis, considering the often empty 'green salvation' that idealized and 
misappropriated examples of TEKW provide (17). Menzies and Butler point out the 
growing problem of multinational corporations who incorporate veneers of TEKW 
within their communication regimes, which is another version of corporate green-
washing. With the activity of drawing superficial alliances and connections, they 
strive to maintain control over and access to precious natural resources, continuing the 
ongoing expansion of capitalist production and ongoing exploitation (ibid). 
Keeping to the sphere of the individual in Canadian society, I recall the 
summer of 1996, where, out in the remote mountain forests of northern BC, I had the 
puzzling experience of routine encounters with a young, university-educated First 
Nations woman who boasted that she had shot a grizzly bear with her defender (a 
snub-barrelled shotgun that fires slugs at close range, manufactured especially for 
forestry workers). She had shot the bear not because it had threatened her life, but in 
order to 'possess' its claws, which, she explained, were powerful symbols that were 
'sacred' within her culture. Apparently, she had cut the claws from the dead bear's 
paws and pocketed them, leaving the rest of the creature right where she had killed it. 
And, I must add, this incident occurred while she was out on a paid workday for one 
of the big licensees, where she had been otherwise laying out a new logging road, one 
that—as was the practice—now bears her name. Seeking critical reflection on this 
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kind of issue, Sto:lo author Lee Maracle states that she expects "that Europeans 
cannot define our societies with any accuracy or draw connections between our 
society and their own" (lam Woman 39). Indeed, everything I may try to do in 
seeking understanding may be futile, but I feel it is worth an effort to at least try, 
admitting this qualification. Perhaps my understanding of First Nations cultures and 
protocols is misinformed, but, reflecting upon the aforementioned circumstances, I 
see very little within the incident of the young forester who killed the bear for its 
claws that demonstrates any principle of respect for Nature. Based on my admittedly 
incomplete research and experience, what I think this incident demonstrates is more 
about the fact that a university education in industrial forest science is no provision 
whatsoever for the creation of an enlightened mind—in fact, this and other 
experiences demonstrate to me that it often degrades ethics and morals. As well, a 
background of fragmentary experience in traditional First Nations culture, one that is 
disrupted by the pressures of conforming to Canadian society, may serve only to 
create a malformed misinterpretation of TEKW. Maracle points out this insidious 
problem of colonialism's force and influence, relating her own experiences of the 
early urban traditional movement of the 1960s and 1970s: "These few had been 
highly mis-educated in the settler institutions and were full, inside and out, of settler 
traditions and ways," leading to an unfortunate situation whereby "[distortion and 
deception are now an integral component of the culture of some of us" (37). 
Of course, not everyone in immigrant Canadian society can be considered in 
such a negative light. In 1968, the educational philosopher Robert Hutchins wrote 
about The Learning Society, in which he describes how our educational system is not 
meant to produce hands for industry but responsible citizens, and that continuous life­
long learning should be a core principle of active citizenship, whatever our society or 
culture (3). Assimilation can manifest itself in many ways, and the sad interface of 
ignorance and fear can potentially affect everyone, whereby human beings commit the 
same mistakes as any of the corrupt capitalists or deluded consumers of globalization, 
and, as academic and ecosocialist activist Joel Kovel writes, they unwittingly continue 
the commodification of life-communities and take on the ideology of alien forms of 
reason (17). Here, I cannot help but revisit the history of the eighteenth-century sea 
otter trade, and the coercive pressures European capital forced upon the Indigenous 
peoples of the North Coast. "[I]n a sense the natives were hostages, first and foremost, 
to the trade itself," as John Vaillant describes it: "once the market for skins had been 
78 
created, they really had no choice but to participate. Any village or tribe that didn't 
would become the losers in the inevitable race for new arms, technology, and wealth. 
Once aboard a juggernaut like this, it appears suicidal to jump off—even if staying on 
is sure to destroy you in the end (49). 
The Plants are for healing, not for profit. 
—KWIIjuus, Barbara Wilson, Xaaydaa Elder (2004) 
{Chasing wood on the North Coast: initial investigations of block lay-out performed 
on foot in a rainforest stand, seeking viable pockets or fingers of acceptable-quality 
merch, establishing tentative boundaries with ribbon recce lines, running road recces, 
locating potential yarding decks and cabling lanes, walking and noting rough stream 
assessments, running d-lines, hunting potential spar candidates, locating culturally 
modified trees (CMTs) and any other potential archaeological evidence of pre-1856 
First Nations activities. 
She's a dirty old whore, but somebody's gotta fuck 'er. 
—personal communication from a coastal handfaller remarking upon a 
stand of 'difficult' timber (1995) 
(Plot D4: CP 2-BK 3 
In the winter of 1997, we were chasing wood on a northwest aspect, mid-elevation 
slope—at about 450-600 metres. All week long, my job was the grunt work of 
running deflection lines up and down from the redcedar flats to the steep hembal, all 
to the drone of an Erickson skycrane running circuits from the heli show going on up 
top. Each day, all day long, fresh bundles of mountain hemlock and silver fir came 
whirring down the mountainside and dropped into the inlet. Each time I got to the 
ridge crest where our block ended, I would stand and finish my notes before heading 
back down, waiting to see the skycrane arc against sky or sea, sometimes catching a 
glimpse of three or four giant black logs diving into water. Wednesday of the second 
week the sound of the Erickson stopped abruptly at mid-morning. Hemlock trees have 
the highest moisture content of any tree in BC, usually around 60 %. Yet these 
mountain hemlock up top were inordinately dense and supersaturated by the constant 
winter rain and snow, to the point that, after two weeks, not one bundle of cut logs 
had risen back to the surface in the bay. So, the loggers quit and went home. It was an 
early Christmas for the fallers, a lost gamble for the company. For the mountain 
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hemlock community, 400 to 800 years of individual growth and thousands of years of 
succession were lost for an empty hole of stumps on the topside of a mountain, a 
place where regeneration would be protracted and precarious. The majority of the 
carbon, mineral, and nutrient legacy was sunk in the bay, save for the roots and limbs. 
Forest biologists R.D. Boone., P. Sollins, and K. Cromack Jr write that, "mountain 
hemlock forests were found to be unusual in that little regeneration occurred," and 
that, "high summer temperatures in the bare zone and the extremely N-poor soil are 
thought to be the causes of this delay in seedling regeneration" (4-5). And, as forest 
biologist K.W. Seidel found, "mountain hemlock seedlings [are] very sensitive to 
microclimate extremes. Seedling survival [is] very low" (34). 
MasGaak of Wilps Ha 'naamuxw, Don Ryan, who works for the Gitxsan treaty 
office, told Richard Daly that the Gitxsan look "at the forests in a completely different 
way from what the province's standard view is. All the province wants is to take the 
best logs off our territories" (301). UBC political philosopher and forest biologist Paul 
M. Wood states that science and applied science, as regulated into policy by the 
MoFR, serve merely supportive roles in land-used decisions, with ethical reasoning 
playing the primary role, this being formulated by the profit-driven ideologies of 
shareholders in global corporations (7). For example, the ecological science related to 
the problem of clearcutting late-successional stands of mountain hemlock is not 
particularly vague, yet pressures funnelling down from shareholder interests compel 
forest managers to denude stands that even ecological science warns are extremely 
difficult, if not impossible, to regenerate. However, industrial activities that generate 
profits are far less vague, being tied politically as they are with notions of progress 
and prosperity, and yet these are the most vague and deceptive concepts of all, as 
industry transformations of natural capital displace a great sum of wealth to the bank 
accounts of a distant few at the expense of greater social and ecological communities, 
having the greatest negative effects upon the most local and the most poor. Ecological 
economist Raj Patel is right to point out the very real fact that "the market society is 
embedded in the natural world, which the myth of the self-regulating market equally 
tries to deny. Human civilization depends on Earth's ecology, even though we're 
literally exploiting it to death," a prognosis which links up quite clearly with what 
ecological economist Herman Daly describes, where he writes that, "[cjurrent 
economic growth has uncoupled itself from the world and become irrelevant. Worse, 
it has become a blind guide" (20, 950-51). 
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...the day was passed by clambering over and under the tangled, mstted wreckage of 
hundreds of years ofwindthrown logs, slipping and stumbling around rocks and 
crevices, falling breast high into brush and tree limbs and the sharp, piercing spines of 
devil's club. It was impossible to keep footing on the plunging, muddy incline. 
-Molly Gloss (2001) 
A person is only strong when they feel the land. Until then a person is not a human 
being. 
—Linda Hogan (1995) 
Mountain Hemlock: Tsuga mertensiana (Bong) Carr. 
(view 2 
Formal aesthetics/tropes of branches: dark bluish-green droop of outstretched eagle 
wings, wet, waiting, spread for landing, pitched for take-off; spreading excurrent 
mossy green beards of mountain goats in diagonal layers dense against the bole; 
shaggy serpentine motions of mink fishing for salmon fry twisting and turning dark 
green, always with an upward sweep at the tips. Mountain hemlock needles are short, 
equally stomatized, and cover the branches in dense, variable sprays. Pojar and 
MacKinnon write that, "mountain hemlock do not provide good shelter from the rain 
because some of its branches slope upwards" (31). They prefer loose, coarse-textured, 
well-drained soils, which equate with steep, rocky mountain areas subject to a great 
deal of precipitation (Dahms and Franklin 32). Root production is higher in subalpine 
as opposed to lowland rainforests, with mountain hemlock creating more active 
material than is required for water uptake, and this large investment in fine roots and 
mycorrhizae is credited to the fervent activity required amidst the pressure of the lack 
of available mineral nutrients (Grier, Vogt and others 17). 
Although they are the essential icons of the deep hypermaritime subalpine 
perhumid snowforest and can live for eight months of the year encased in a 
snowbank, they also cannot grow where the soil freezes. Mountain hemlock define the 
interface between the alpine inhospitable and the subalpine competitive. Their niche 
strategy is to endure and tolerate what other trees cannot. They carry only what 
foliage can sustain the violence of high-elevation weather and yet which can contort-
transform to harness the small patches of light that arch in elusive "sun fleck" circuits. 
Despite the fact that global climate change is increasing both the productivity of the 
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species and its elevation boundaries, this 'step up' the mountain also proportionately 
and substantially decreases the zones of their communities. As mountain hemlock 
move up, so do western hemlock, displacing their cousins from their much larger 
habitat areas at lower-elevations (Franklin, Swanson et al 15). 
Underground: Importantly, mountain hemlock engage in beneficial 
relationships with more than a hundred fungi and in growth relationships with nearly 
as many plants. For example, there are species they have associations with in 
conjunction with Pacific silver fir: false azalea (Menziesia ferruginea), white-
flowered rhododendron {Rhododendron albiflorum), and black huckleberry 
( Vaccinium membrenaceum)—three common shrubs of the Indigenous rainforest on 
the North Coast (Brockway, Topik, Hemstrom and Emmingham 14). One way in 
which these shrub associations may benefit the community is how vegetation 
influences "microenvironmental dynamics by hastening snowmelt and extending 
length of the growing season over short distances" (Brooke 14). However, due to the 
harsh conditions at higher elevations, the poorest stands may have as little as eight 
floristic associate species to participate with in beneficial exchanges, which make the 
difference between survival and death (Douglas 9). Parasitically, laminated root rot 
fungi (Phellinus Weirii) and water mould (Phytophthora cinnamomi) are two common 
pathogens of T. mertensiana communities, which foresters describe as taking sizeable 
losses. Of all North Coast conifers, mountain hemlock have the least resistance to P. 
Weirii; still, and importantly, mortality at the stand level results in greater species 
diversity and the increase in conifer variety serves to limit the spread of infection 
(McCauley and Cook 46). Although tree death from these varieties of fungi may 
diminish immediate timber revenues for industry and loggers in select stands, the 
fungi serve larger, long-term purposes as they increase overall forest health. As 
political philosopher Paul M. Wood maintains, "the contributory value of 
'nonresource' species cannot be overestimated," yet it is unfortunate to still hear the 
short-sighted complaints of regional foresters and industry managers as they describe 
ruined stands and lost opportunities within their operating areas, to which economist 
Raj Patel responds, pointing to the error in the kind of thinking that promotes the 
"systematic undervaluing of ecosystemic services that keep our Earth alive" (51, 20). 
Affirming the greater ecosystemic benefits of parasitic fungal activity, mycologist 
Paul Stamets writes that trees taken down by parasites build "deeper soil layers that 
82 
allow the growth of ever-larger stands of trees," and that "the richer the fungus-plant 
partnerships, the more organisms the habitat can support" (49). 
(dead salmon dialectics: ecosophical aesthetics 
mental ecology 
a more-than-human transect 
plots an epiphytic ethic 
across perhumid logic: 
subcanopy soil mats 
store water 
provide pre-objectal 
support for sky roots 
midstory foliage 
absorb pre-personal 
fog and rain 
a primary process 
where salmon bears 
take up to 80 % 
of the entire spawning logic 
into the humo-ferric run 
of the included middle 
a glaciofluvial coexistence: 
of the beautiful within the ugly 
an aerial ecosystem 
ferns and huckleberries 
supplant the mesoslope idiom 
of upper canopy life: 
copepods and salamanders 
thrive the redcedar-hemlock crown 
black and white absolutes 
smear greyforest indistincts 
lichen-encrusted snags 
watch roads overgrow 
with indiscriminate moss repair 
between the 'good' object 
and the 'bad' subject 
torn and scattered into flotsam 
adrift between the coastal islands 
and the hecate lowlands 
where everywhere 
salmon forest vigour 
smells like the dead fish 
of rotting money 
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Maybe the real value is in the slash: 
The millions of small, dead green lungs. 
-Ken Dola (1995) 
(Plot D5: CP 2-BK 3 
Cursing more and louder than usual, the jetranger pilot who took us in and out each 
day was now using his elbow every few minutes to rub out a spot that was big enough 
to see out of upon his perpetually fogged windshield. As if that wasn't alarming 
enough, once we got to work, we had to step out into open space off of a landing skid 
that was scraping against a cliff edge, while the helicopter hovered above a muskeg 
that was freezing-over from the sudden blast of its rotors. Once we were out on the 
job, the pilot started radioing earlier and earlier, first to pick us up just shortly after 
two p.m., and then even earlier, day by day, so as to get us out safely before the 
evening weather closed in over the coast. On our last day of winter work, December 
18, snowflakes the size of Stellar's jays were clapping into my face every few 
minutes— looking fluffy enough as they fell, but as wet and heavy as a loose 
snowball. My eyes bugged-out when I saw a white crow plummet down amongst 
smaller 'snowflakes' and rattle a four metre-tall redcedar sapling. Amazing. Not 
surprisingly, the radio started making noise. It was barely noon and our pilot was 
coming to get us out, immediately. I was no more disappointed than I was relieved. 
Mostly, I was awe-struck. 
Nature a vast set of conventions, totally arbitrary, patterns and stresses that come into 
being each instant; could disappear totally anytime; and continues only as a form of 
play: the cosmic/comic delight. 
—Gary Snyder (1957) 
Transect 13 
The rooted. The adventitious. The maligned. There are many kinds of plant-like 
growth forms and activities, running the morphological compass from root to rhizome 
to mycelia, and all of human philosophy and decision rests, thrives, and writes itself 
out within the forest floor, where all good things are derived. Tree roots are 
comparable to masses of branches that fan-out through the soil, and Julian and 
Katherine Dunster reveal that the below-ground biomass of roots may exceed the 
above-ground biomass of trunks, branches and leaves (269). Roots are generally 
84 
unseen and often unconsidered mechanisms necessary for the uptake and transport of 
water and minerals throughout the tree, but, similar to their above-ground 
counterparts, they also synthesize numerous organic compounds for life cycles 
throughout the tree—such as layers and extensions of annual growth and cone 
production—and roots also serve as storage areas for vital food reserves (ibid). Apart 
from their physiological roles, roots are crucial as mechanisms of structural support 
and anchorage. Taken from a perspective that engages with a larger sense of the biotic 
community, local rainforest trees such as mountain hemlock or Pacific silver fir are 
life forms that have evolved with the biotic process and 'presence' of establishing and 
maintaining long-term relationships, not only within their habitats, but to this one spot 
on the ground—here. 
Roots are not only pragmatic structures that manifest longevity, they are also 
psychological gestures of biotic 'commitment.' Here in Prince Rupert, as I look out at 
the shaggy green density of rainforests covering Digby Island, Mount Hays and 
Mount Oldfield, it seems apparent that trees are extraordinarily successful with their 
long-term strategies, yet their roots are easily damaged by disturbances and activities 
both above and below ground. Roots are sensitive to oxygen deprivation caused by 
soil compaction and water-logging, and roots can transmit pathogens tree-to-tree 
through the grafts that often occur between common species. As just one part of a 
complex organism that possesses many external, internal and interdependent 
components, this very quality of strength inherent to roots has its own unique 
limitations (ibid). Bringing to mind human conceptualizations within the practical 
nature of these biotic functions, the venerability of Western institutional systems is 
often represented in trees and their roots, and Deleuze and Guattari believe that this 
kind of root-representation itself serves to fix an order by corollary, establishing 
genealogical regimes and hierarchical paradigms (7). This indeed may be true in 
many circumstances, but there is also a spectrum of circumstances that prescribe 
differing values as well as a polarity of benefits and flaws to every kind of order. 
Conservative scientific statements and reactionary visions aside, two springs ago I 
found a birch tree that had been cut down during a winter clearcutting operation. The 
birch tree was now a log—de-limbed and skidded to the roadside—and here it had 
been sitting in the gravel and the open air, likely to be bucked up into firewood and 
hauled away before too long. When I stumbled upon it in early June, the snub-ended 
log was leafed out in green profusion along the whole length of its shaggy, scarred 
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stem. A close inspection revealed that this conceptually 'dead' log was actually 
thriving, and was re-rooting itself into the damp gravel on the roadside through a 
series of adventitious epicormic eruptions, and, as such, it was very much 'alive,' both 
visually and physiologically. This log was only one out of perhaps hundreds of birch 
logs that were piled up over kilometres of in-block road, but its singular vanguard 
drive to adapt and survive was something to behold. 
While tree roots are the underground growth structures that human beings are 
most familiar with, at least from our shallow view as we trip over them at the surface, 
we understand and see very little of what else goes on underground. Julian and 
Katherine Dunster tell us that a rhizome is a root-like stem common to many plants, 
and that it grows horizontally within the forest floor. I don't disagree, but I have 
found rhizomatic colonies of various species of ferns that form earthen clumps of 
themselves that grow upright into the size and shape of bears. Existing as not 
insubstantial hummocks over the ground, upon a bed of rock, or stilted above a bog, 
these rhizome cities thrive in every direction of the compass within the dirt-making of 
their own seasonal decomposition. While a rhizome most often serves as a storage 
centre for food materials utilized by the leafy, above-ground portion of the flourishing 
plant, it can also develop and operate very much like a root system. When conditions 
make it necessary, rhizomes transform themselves from storage vessels into 
production arms, creating adventitious (spontaneous, extemporaneous) horizontal 
roots as well as vertical growth shoots; thus, rhizomes are self-sufficient capsules of 
generation that can be torn or displaced from the original plant at the microsite, and 
they almost always land on their hairfeet, running lines in whatever is the most 
optimal direction (267). Where the rhizome differs most distinctly from the root is in 
how it tends to be an expert at adaptive improvisation, producing unexpected, 
unusual, aberrant proliferation, all of which depends upon the soil chemistry, 
hydrological conditions, and other conducive properties of its immediate habitat—the 
rhizosphere, the area of soil directly adjacent or surrounding. Literally, as if utilizing 
"short-term memory" or "forgetting," the rhizome can burst with sudden life at the 
edge of an otherwise dormant, even rotting cluster, redefining itself, as Deleuze and 
Guattari attest, by its state at a given moment (16, 17). On the other hand, if a tree root 
becomes severed from its distant connection to the central core of the tree, it generally 
dies off, and the health of the tree will be compromised or threatened. Compared to 
roots, rhizomes are dissident, even anarchistic sprinters along the mutational mode: 
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they make abstract gambles, they operate with relative indifference to, but without 
being allergic to, the gravitational pull of conformity, mimicry, or any standard 
pattern that efficiently gets the job done. Rhizomes are a kind of pragmatic plant 
lightning, flying by the seething of plants. 
And then there are fungal mycelia, operating by systems that are bewildering 
in comparison to the stable structural form of tree roots or the adaptive plasticity of 
the rhizome. As tree roots dominate the greater part of our general knowledge base, 
and where rhizomes are mysterious but at least perceived, mycelia are predominantly 
invisible to the average person and generally elusive to even the experienced scientist. 
As soil biologist K. A. Armson writes, fungal mycelium is a filamentous network of 
individual and oftentimes branching strands (called hyphae) that connect together into 
elaborate webs, often forming multi-layered nets that extend intensely throughout the 
matrix of forest soil (103). Mycelia, as Julian and Katherine Dunster write, are the 
vegetative forms of fungi; compared to plants, mycelia are roots, trunk, and branches 
combined into one (271). On the North Coast, mycelium thrive in our moist, moderate 
temperature environment—and although they appear most commonly underground, 
here they often grow up the sides of decaying stumps and logs, even high up into the 
mossy branches of the rainforest canopy. Mycologist Paul Stamets writes that mycelia 
arrange themselves in long, interconnecting patterns at the level of the single cell, yet 
can combine architecturally into massive single organisms that can range across many 
hectares throughout the forest floor. When any road is built into a forest, it cuts 
through the middle of hundreds of individual fungi species, bisecting them into 
pieces, often killing them altogether. To give an indication of their profusion and their 
propensity for infiltrating soil habitats, fungi outnumber plants at a ratio of six to one, 
and they are so pervasive that any average human footstep in a perhumid ecosystem 
can impact up to 480 kilometres of mycelium, if the hypha were to be separated out 
into a single strand (10). Stamets attests to the ability of fungi to steer the course of 
ecosystems over long temporal scales: Devising elaborate regulatory preparations for 
a fecund environment, fungi favour and manipulate the succession of numerous 
interdependent ally species, strategically influencing the outcome of dynamic 
ecosystems that, in the end, serve to fuel their own criteria for desirable, long-term 
food chains (4). In light of this depth of activity, it can be said that, where they are 
present, which is nearly everywhere in a forest, fungal mycelia likely represent the 
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most complex example of interspecies communication and transformation within 
biotic communities. 
Considering a few of their direct functions beyond the sheer mass and 
intricacy of their ability to regulate ecosystems as a whole, mycelial networks also 
serve to bind and aerate soils, and they contribute dramatically to the condition and 
structure of the soil matrix with their constant supplies of enzymes, acids, and 
antibiotics (11). And this is just a start, as Stamets admits that mycologists are still 
fundamentally clueless about how fungi interact and coexist with other organisms in 
their habitat (12). Despite all of the physiological evidence of the seemingly 
omniscient omnipresence of fungi, mycelial communities are extremely fragile and 
susceptible to even nuanced changes in moisture, temperature, nutrients, the balance 
of their associative plant species, and they are dependent upon the presence, activity, 
and even the timing of numerous microorganism communities, such as bacteria, 
microbes, and yeasts (12, 29). Stamets reveals that some species play critical roles 
within old-growth forest communities, but that the establishment of communities of 
associative mycorrhizal fungi can takes decades and longer, due to the combination of 
numerous nuanced factors within their myriad interdependences (26). Just as 
rainforest trees can grow for hundreds of years over many periods of succession upon 
a particular site before various old-growth attributes or qualities are established, so it 
is for some fungi as well, just as we have read about some particular species of lichen. 
It was dark. The water was below, or was it water? It might be mud Ms. It might be 
rocks. It might be Alaska, it could even be BC. What it looked like was a black hole, 
probably the entrance to a parallel universe, with guys on the other side just as stupid 
as us. 
—Les Watmough (2008) 
Devil's Club: Oplopanax horridus (J.E. Sm.) Miq. 
(view 2 
Ethnobotanist Nancy J. Turner, who always returns for more, humbly shows the welts 
of knowledge and explains that devil's club is common in damp montane forests of 
the North Coast, and that some people are deeply allergic to its spines (153). After 
looping about to support itself upon the slippery fallen crisscross of windthrow, the 
giant palmate leaves are lifted high by spiny hoses dense with medicine, often up to 
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two or three metres in the air, positioning themselves so as to maximize what light is 
offered under canopy eaves of the richest and wettest ecosystem on Turtle Island. 
Traditionally, many special songs are sung when gathering, preparing, and using 
wa'ums, as the Nisga'a named the plant (ibid, FPCF). The practical uses of devil's club 
are numerous; for example, berries were rubbed in the hair and scalp by the Xaaydaa 
to treat lice and dandruff, and even just to make the hair shiny. As Turner writes, 
devil's club bestows its strength and power upon individuals who understand it and 
use it with appropriate respect. As much as it is highly revered as a medicinal plant, 
traditionally minded First Peoples also revere it for its spiritual powers. Wooms (as it 
is called by the Tsimshian) is an important component in the rituals of carving, and 
the plant—which, literally, can only be handled with respect—loans shamans 
supernatural help for protection against evil spirits (Sm'algyax, Turner). Combined 
with bear grease, ts'iihllnjaaw was inserted under the skin with thorns as a blue tattoo 
by the Xaaydaa. Dancers and others wore devil's club charcoal on their faces to 
protect themselves while they were vulnerable to evil influences in the midst of 
enacting ceremonies and rituals. Travellers and hunters carried sections of the stem as 
good luck amulets, and for household protection and family safety, bundled lengths of 
the cut stem are still placed above a doorway, under a mattress, or in the four corners 
of a room (Turner). 
Dr Robert Fortuine locates plot centre: "Among all the Native groups, devil's 
club was preeminent—almost a panacea" (201). Devil's club is used to cure ailments 
of the digestive tract, ulcers, arthritis, measles, pneumonia, diabetes, and infections 
from conditions such as broken limbs; it was a cleansing emetic and purgative, was 
used in steam baths to reduce fever, pains, stomach troubles, and to provide relief 
from rheumatism. Devil's club was made into a poultice for swollen glands, boils and 
other infections; the bark was pulverized for a deodorant and used for tea; it was 
combined with prince's pine and cascara for fighting tuberculosis and to re-establish 
regular menstruation after childbirth, and to stop the flow of milk from a woman's 
breast when weaning her child; the Tsimshian used it as a laxative, to improve vision, 
and to treat blindness (Pojar and MacKinnon 82). For the Tlingit, Alutiiq, Tahltan, 
Eyak and other northern groups, the fresh inner bark of the stem was mixed with seal 
oil to induce vomiting, to treat black eyes, constipation, and gallstones. The dried 
inner bark was mixed with cedar pitch to heal sores and abrasions. A concoction was 
used to treat venereal disease and was even used for insanity, as Fortuine describes: 
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"the patient's head was beaten gently but repeatedly with the plant until blood was 
drawn" (202). 
Kinskuch in a difficult passage 
Dala a long way ahead 
'Ksan water out of the clouds 
Zymoetz palm of the hand 
Khyex hiding 
Aiyansh leafing early 
Ginlulak the place of corpses 
Kwinatahl strips of cedar bark 
Noomst crushed objects 
Klehnini queen salmon 
Usk stink 
Tseax new water 
Nass satisfier of the belly 
Kincolith at the place of the skulls 
Ukwe-ses-ne-re-thel-kreh-nu where the black bear escapes us 
Minskinish at the base of the pine 
Haisla living downstream 
Ahnuhati where the humpback salmon go up 
Metlakatla a passage connecting two bodies of salt water 
Gilttoyees a long and narrow stretch of water leading outwards 
Kuldo where people are uncivilized, in the wilderness 
Kitan-maksh the people who fish by torchlight 
Kispm people of the hiding place 
Hagwilget peaceful, deliberate people 
Kisgegas people where there are small white gulls 
Klootchman where Indian men laid down their paddles and let 
women take complete charge of navigation 
(adapted from terms collected by G.P.V. and H.B.A. Akkrig 1986) 
Ma-ma-oo used to say winter loved Kitimat so much that he didnt want to leave. He 
gave up only when the oolichans came, and then he packed reluctantly, grumbling and 
cranky. On wa-mux-a, the day winter shook out his cape, the snow fell in big flakes, but 
later the sun came out and metted them all away; that was winter going home. 
—Eden Robinson (2000) 
When one's understanding of creation is disconnected from the source, then the spirit 
of one's activity is bound to manifest alienation.... The difficult work of changing lived 
habits will depend upon appropriate worldview, not seen merely as individual 
possession but as culture-directing force. 
-^1. Matthew Bonzo and Michael R. Stevens (2008) 
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(dead salmon dialectics: Gitnadoix 
no obstacle 
"all living is a meeting" 
mediated by invertebrates 
fungi bacteria 
each a physical process 
a means 
inevitability 
if life is art is a dream is the Real Work 
is a nutrient recycling pathway 
who should limit the other-than-human 
to human views 
domesticated by the excretions 
of traditional re-composition? 
when studying salmon in streams 
the blind gumboot poet/scientist 
the earth-awakened mind 
must attempt 
clairvoyance 
when one thousand salmon speak in flesh: 
"time is a landscape 
years are a revolving world" 
that "it's an event geography" 
that beauty is the vocation of the world 
the scientist/poet records the weight and voracity of roe 
overwrites a crucial layer, erases the noxnox 
finds the point, misses the middle 
where around, above, away 
"the wind is compelling 
yet not all the branches sway in unison" 
(and the stream-edge courses 
that sidewalks bring even less 
than shin splints 
Waking to T'imlax'aamit 
(Trail of Story: The Flood 
Eventually, T'imlax'aamit again became a large and prosperous city, and the people 
again became overconfident and disrespectful toward Nature. As Franz Boas writes, 
the people were now punished with a deluge after the mistreatment of a trout (113). 
Hagbegwatku writes that it started to rain, and that it kept raining, the waters rising 
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higher than imaginable. The land began to flood, as had been foretold when the first 
three children of the sky were sent down to earth. The land kept flooding, but some of 
the people of T'imlax'aamit recalled the instructions they had been given in order to 
prepare and fortify their dwellings. The grandfather of the three children of the sky 
had instructed them to build their dakhs (houses) appropriately, fortifying them with 
the gilhast, and to remain unafraid and secure their ground but cutting the gilhast 
down and into length, using it as bracing (53). As the waters continued to rise, their 
dakhs began to float, but they remained intact, as they were anchored with specially 
prepared ropes of cedar bark, hide, and roots that had been created in advance. As 
Glavin writes, thousands perished, but those few who remembered and obeyed the 
original instructions survived (75). Hagbegwatku writes that the rain and the flood 
lasted for an entire year, and the waters rose to submerge the entire earth. At the end 
of this year, the water surrounding their dakhs became covered with the feathers of so 
many exhausted birds who had nowhere to land. Then, the clouds broke and two 
rainbows appeared in the sky, touched the surface of the water covered in feathers, 
after which the waters began to decline (54). The people in the three fortified and 
tethered dakhs were able to re-establish their village at the old site of T'imlax'aamit, 
taking the two rainbows as their new crest. 
During the long process of this remarkable ordeal, the people came to 
appreciate their mistakes. Now that they were once more back on dry land and able to 
return to their usual patterns of life, they reclaimed sensitivity to the concepts and 
principles of respect for Nature (ibid). As anthropologist Berkes explains: "a resource 
crisis is not only a major, but a necessary ingredient of social learning" for Indigenous 
groups, in which signals or feedbacks from the environment must be properly 
recognized and interpreted if TEKW practitioners are to successfully adapt to their 
altered circumstances (160). Berkes, Gunderson, McGovern and others substantiate 
this idea, while Berkes stresses that the development of an appropriate conservation 
ethic, as part of the belief system or worldview practice, may guide the people 
through unexpected periods of rapid change that often punctuate otherwise longer 
periods of stable, more predictable conditions (160-61). Still, experiencing a crisis is 
only a signal, or a warning, as we have seen so often in the case of T'imlax'aamit, As 
Berkes explains, a conservation ethic cannot develop if the people subject to the 
changing circumstances fail to either realize the warnings or properly interpret the 
impending crisis (161). 
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I've been hunting keenly for over twenty years and I've never even seen one. I haven t 
given up, but it's like you have to have some kind of special eyes or something. I'm 
from the city, so maybe I think too many bad thoughts while in traffic and they know to 
hide when they feel me coming in the forest. 
—Leisbet Croockewit (1985) 
Blue Chanterelle: Polyozellus multiplex (Under.) Murr. 
(view 2 
In the CWH zone, throughout the Indigenous rainforests of the North Coast, along 
with thousands of other species of fungi, the mycelia of Polyozellus are usually 
always present, but they are only likely to thrive and maybe reveal a rare autumn 
fruiting in moist to wet, undisturbed late-successional forests dominated by mid to 
late stands of spruce, hemlock and true fir. Forest biologist E.J.H. Corner writes in his 
Monograph of Cantharelloid Fungi that they occur only in association with the roots 
of Abies (true fir) amongst mid-elevation, montane coniferous forests, but this is 
another example of the short-sightedness of ecological science, as they've been found 
many, many times, kilometres away from the nearest true fir (96). The reason for this 
discrepancy is that no studies of the species have been done in British Columbia to 
date, but within Washington, Oregon, and northern California they have been 
documented by researchers at only a handful of sites, all of which are within the range 
of the northern spotted owl—a well-known pariah of an earlier era of politics in 
Pacific Northwest forestry (ibid). 
What I do find (when I am very lucky) are small clusters of semi-gloss purple-
blue sporocarps pushing interrupted arcs up through the moss, spaced along the outer 
perimeter of mycelia rings that can be many, many generations old. I have measured 
out some of these fragmented mycelial rings to ten or twenty metres across, and to 
follow the mushrooms around from cluster to cluster is always to find yourself back at 
the place you started from. Morphologically, at most, their dorsal caps rise only two 
or four centimetres above the moss, but there can be twenty or thirty half funnel- or 
spoon-shaped chanterelles joined or fused together to one central stem, with each 
individual mushroom 'spoon' being from six to eighteen centimetres high. 
Here, on the wall in front of my desk, I have a calendar, a photo of Lisa at the 
Khyex River, a map of Xaaydaa Gwaay, and a small coloured drawing of three blue 
chanterelles. As a raven flies, from northwest to southeast, Xaaydaa Gwaay is 
approximately 270 kilometres long and is comparatively rich with communities of 
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Polyozellus. Although it is always a singular experience to pluck a small cluster of 
blue wing fruit from out of crane's bill and neckera, it is another spectacle of wonder 
to strip away one sporocarp from a cluster and examine it, and see a nearly exact 
imprint of the islands resting upon the palm of your hand. 
In a blended moment, I find mortal comfort in the rotting of the forest. All around me it 
rains. 
—Ernestine Hayes, Tlingit Wolf of Kaagwaantaan (2006) 
Transect 14 
Thought-drink Widzin Kwikh (the Bulkley River): small, robust, returning ceaselessly 
to converse with the upright furrowed grey of the cottonwood flats (Johnson 50). 
Sight-breathe the breadth of 'Ksan (the Skeena River): gently strong and relentlessly 
unrelenting. Living at the rivermouth. North, west, south, west: many become two 
become one. This is Witsuwit'en and Gitxsan territory. Living downriver. Tsimshian 
and Henaaksiala, Haisla, Heiltsuk and Wuikinuxv. Inland, upriver, historically, and 
still, the area is the mythological Gitxsan realm of T'imlax'aamit, covering the area 
between Kisgegas in the north to Gitsegukla in the south, bounded by the villages of 
Kispiox, Kitwancool and Kitwanga, where the river then turns west and south into the 
drainage channel between the Coast Mountains. Me, I can do no more than plot a few 
word tree cut-outs of crowns against paper sky and learn bits and pieces from fading: 
meaningless Anglicized footnotes. The most important thing I can do is accept that 
this Storied Land is a composition of First Nations' spoken word-thoughts memorized 
within the trees, water, rocks, fish, sky and land animals, all of which stand as 
reminders or keep returning by season to reiterate this history and knowledge. 
Archaeologist Sylvia Albright conducted an exhaustive archaeological review of all of 
the adaawk' (the owned properties of Gitxsan oral historical narratives), and validated 
each story with physical evidence. Remnants of village settlements, tools, cache pits, 
and other evidence spoken about in the adaawk' were all found at specific regional 
sites where T'imlax'aamit existed; some of this archaeological evidence is 6000 years 
deep within and across the broad valley of Ksan (ibid). 
Of course, currently, there are also numerous hamlets, villages and towns with 
their sawmills, canneries, mines and ports—the worker settlements of the recent 
insurgence of immigrants, Canadians—all of which are mostly less than one hundred 
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years old. Cast up and down the industrialized corridors of Widzin Kwikh, 'Ksan, 
Anspayaks (the Kispiox), and Xsitxemsem (the Nass),"the pretence of'civilization' 
floats here," as poet Rob Budde writes, reflecting upon our comparatively recent 
industrial developments of cinderblock, plastic and tin, where many people have 
values as similarly flimsy and throwaway (101). Psychologist Tim Kasser reflects 
upon studies performed by colleagues Shaun Sanders and Dan Munro, who found that 
worker-citizens of our capitalist society, with their strong focus upon materialistic 
values, have "reported holding negative attitudes toward the environment, little love 
of all living things, and few ecologically friendly behaviours," which entails, as 
Kasser affirms, being "engaged in more ecologically damaging behaviours" (92, 93). 
Crosshatching winding dotted lines of steel and creosote cross-ties, heading 
north, west, south and west, all for the 'greater' goal of establishing a global trade 
route, we—the "peeled-logs," immigrant Canadians—may be scientifically and 
technologically smart yet remain ignorant of such realities as the sbi laxnox (a Gitxsan 
term for places of supernatural risk and power) (Barbeau 153, Johnson 39). Raising 
and enculturating more generations of ever-blithe invaders rushing about with fibre-
optic cables, paper laws and sportsman's gear, we continue to take both resources and 
advantage, industrializing and culturally transforming every point where the 
mountains sigh out a Gitxsan "te 'imt 'in (valley)" or "gew (bottomland)" (Johnson 34). 
Storied Lands are reduced to work camps and extraction sites where crews, cows, and 
machines can land, work, rest, stare, blink, smile, steal, cuss and despoil. Shift-trained 
overproduction lines of non-essential, extrinsically motivated consumer goods have 
displaced the extant living cultures of balanced reciprocity, respect, and thanks. What 
we replace Txaa K'alii Aksim Lisims (the murky glacier-fed waters) with are a 
burgeoning backwash: self-absorption, narcissism, and noise, a spectacle trash-flange 
of discarded metal, glass, concrete and plastic, that which the wild, wet and green 
does its best to ameliorate and absorb (BCGNIS). 
Asserting the necessity to respect the Real Work: in the late 1980s, MasGaak, 
a Fireweed of the Gitxsan treaty council, described his reaction to the destruction 
witnessed through the liquidation of the Indigenous forests within Gitxsan territories 
to Metro Vancouver journalist Glavin: "What is happening is we're adjusting to what 
happened after Dimlahamid [T'imlax'aamit].... It's not just the management of 
resources apart from the management of people, eh? You're looking at a whole 
worldview of being part of the ecosystem, of being part of the spiritual landscape" 
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{Death 47). As it is, as some sensitive Gitxsan know, descended as they are from the 
tragedy and lessons of T'imlax'aamit, all ecosystem compensations have limits and 
tipping points, some of which are visually obvious, like the evidence one finds at the 
edge effects of clearcuts, where rare and ancient canopy species like the epiphytic 
lichen-fungus dimpled specklebelly (Pseudocyphellaria anthraspis) desiccate in the 
sun and tear-off like crepe paper. 
And what lies at the geographic centre of the Gitxsan realm of T'imlax'aamit? 
Terrace, Hockeyville Canada 2009: a mainly white industry town of plainly literal 
toponym. Scraped-out and propped-up along the floodplains of 'Ksan, it calls itself a 
city, but is really a sprawling monochrome of industrial lots composed of gravel and 
asphalt, concrete and aluminium, ornamented with tourist and recreationalist 
novelties, expansive automobile dealerships, train yards sprinkled with transnational 
graffiti and empty multinational beer cans, as well as numerous Western religious 
institutions hanging on by the threads of first-generation settler faith. Not too 
surprisingly, Terrace is as stereotypically Canadian in culture as any place can be, 
with its breadth of industrial consumer amenities and services: Tim Horton's. 
Northern Drugs. Pizza Hut. Safeway. Wal-Mart. Chevron Town Pantry. Subway. Best 
Western. A&W. Super Valu. Home Hardware. Fields. Overwaitea. Shoppers Drug 
Mart. Canadian Tire. And more of the same, all serving the crucial function of 
functioning to serve. What lies at the heart of T'imlax'aamit are other things 
altogether. After the union between a prince of the sky and a young Keemalay 
woman, and their children being brought down to earth to found T'imlax'aamit, "On 
Fine Prairie," there were also other villages, such as Anwaris, "the Place of Digging," 
Gwenrald, "Sandhill Crane," and Angudoon, "the Steep Place on the Riverbank where 
a Man is Pulled up with the Right Hand of a Friend" (Glavin, Death 72). 
It is this kind of work 
done in this way that I fear 
you will never witness in your time 
-Philip Kevin Paul (2003) 
They made her hard so they spent her hard. Boy, they'd drunk their way from one end 
of this old loggin'show to the other, every place worth drinkin' in from Vancouver to 
Prince Rupert. And laid a squaw in every Indian town besides. 
—Alan Fry (1970) 
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(tja, det ar lika sa gott 
resorting to books 
the runaway east van poet 
eats indian fennel candy 
before breakfast 
as if exotic sugar is an antidote 
for bland western production 
covets the last jar of lisa's thimbleberry jelly 
for when the IWC tears away 
he swears he is not 
a poet roots-up random expletives 
in swedish from the interweb 
to mask a lack of content 
substance and sham expeditions 
along the way to some mythic DIY town 
(djavlar! ge tusan i allt! 
he wakes walks and works 
the coastal hemlock transition zone stumbling 
over the treowe idea 
of an MA in CW 
of the whole drenched lexical of nurse logs, saprophytes and mycorrhizals 
anaerobic nitrogen-fixing Clostridium 
diatoms, microbes, and nodulated Rhizobia 
patiently working for the necessity of September rain 
and blue chanterelles 
Transect 15 
As they nibble portions of their fruiting bodies in late August, do Columbia black-
tailed deer consider either the nature or the variety of underground economic activities 
of species such as the shrimp mushroom (Russula xerampelina) and the delicious milk 
cap (Lactarius deliciosus) or any of the other species that thrive throughout the 
middle ground of the rainforest floor? To say that they are indifferent, unwitting 
participants in these parasitic, predator-prey, co-operative, symbiotic and reciprocal, 
archaic, nomadic, and anarchistic, gift and festive and other economies may not be 
accurate. If humans beings have learned the medicinal uses of, for example, what the 
Skidegate Xaaydaa call sanaal jaad, deer fern (Blechnum spicant), from observing the 
habits of this little coastal deer as it doctors its wounds, who is to say that complex 
knowledges are not understood and even transferred just because they are not readily 
translatable into English? (Turner Plants 189). 
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Mycologist Paul Stamets writes that human disturbances such as deforestation 
cause "a rise in saprophytes [decomposers] and a decline in mycorrhizal [associate or 
partnership] mushrooms" which shift fungal activity from aiding forest plant and tree 
growth to decomposing the debris fields left behind after logging (19). Even though 
saprophytics play essential roles in forest health, management activities tip the scales 
in the favour of the decomposers, and the fragile mycorrhizals needed to associate and 
nurture the renewing rainforest disappear until such a time as they can reassert the 
balance, which can take years, decades, and often much longer. If all of our human 
interactions with the Indigenous rainforest were as benign as those of its wild 
creatures, instinct would be enough, participation in natural systems would be all, and 
these sentences would be a harvest of actual rhizomes, or be rhizomes themselves— 
intensive traits, hallucinatory perceptions, synaesthesia—as social theorists Gilles 
Deleuze and Felix Guattari propose (15). 
"Mushrooms" Stamets writes, "are forest guardians. A forest ecosystem 
cannot be defined without its fungi because they govern the transition between life 
and death and the building of soils, all the while fuelling numerous life cycles" (35). 
Despite the general lack of attention paid to fungi, their quantifiable contributions 
have been found to be substantial. K.A. Vogt, C.C. Grier and others found that while 
mycorrhizal fungi contribute only about 1 % to total ecosystem biomass, the net 
primary production (NPP) of the mycorrhizal component is 14 and 15 % in young and 
mature stands, which, when combined with conifer fine roots, contributes =45 and 
=75 % in both young and mature stands (39). Thankfully, as Stamets admits, "more 
foresters are coming to realize that a rotting tree in the midst of a canopied forest 
is., .more supportive of biodiversity than a living tree" and that parasitic fungi—often 
stigmatized as blights, "may be nature's way of selecting the strongest plants and 
repairing damaged habitats" (23). Forest biologists Randy Molina, Thomas O'Dell 
and others write that, besides their interactions with other plants, fungi perform roles 
as "critical links in the complex food web" as they parasitize other organisms, 
decompose woody debris, interconnect and associate with "many soil organisms, 
including bacteria, other fungi, nematodes, microarthropods, and insects," all of 
which, indifferently or not, designate them as profound elements of grammar in the 
living lexicon of forest ecosystems (11). 
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The Canadian banged his fist on the table. "Just four more payments and she's all 
mine,' he said, proud and sticking his chest out. 
—Grace Hols (1994) 
(Plot D7: CP 2-BK 3 
Pouring rain in September. Collection screens, dispersal systems, absorption 
mechanisms: western redcedar, mountain hemlock, Alaska cedar. Fat, rotting masts of 
Pacific silver fir, red-grey-black, riddled with woodpecker holes, held upright by duct-
tape scurfs of lichen. Climbing lurching intermittent crawling to a falling boundary 
up. A GPS traverse of a Mennonite-owned woodlot. Lowdown: heavy salal, almost 
impossibly. The whole first week a machete recce for access. Wetter, up drainages, 
where salal isn't impenetrably complete: thimbleberry, devil's club, black twinberry, 
goat's beard, all finishing. At the edges, straight up into my face: lady fern, spiny 
wood fern, a season's expression collapsing with brown edges curling. Splayed out, 
entangling, flattened, greasing every misstep, over a slick shard of root, into a 
crumbling stump: sword fern, deer fern, ostrich fern. Drier, where the salal can't 
impenetrably complete: delicate Alaskan blueberry, white-flowered rhododendron, 
nostril-flaring red elderberry, mountain-ash, red-green highbush-cranberry with shiny 
hard berry rattles, sticky to skunky hanging black, red, blue-grey currants, all dripping 
leaves. Punctuating rare open areas of mineral-poor soil: over my head, false 
hellebore dangling wiggy staffs of green medicine flowers, up; knee-high looping 
false solomon's seal expiring, twistedstalk curling yellow. Climbing up, around, up, 
glimpses of blue ribbons mostly lost in entangling green, plastic breadcrumb trail tied 
up saplings up to the bold wraps of pink cutting-boundary up. Slapped, poked, 
grabbed, stroked, caressed, gently, endlessly wet cedar winglets, hemlock hands. A 
whole caulk boot, an entire leg dropping into random unseen holes. Feeling steps 
more than watching. Under the canopy, eleven a.m. twilight shade. 
Up, to a lone chainsaw keening, the sign of falling giants, a hundred metres 
further, up. Rising, falling, the saw cuts in, cuts out, cuts in. Rainpants slodding 
through, openings aimed-for weeded thick, hemlock saplings dragging flipaway 
curves of drenched arms. Water scattering. Elbows shudder red huckleberries delicate 
sweep down black-wet rocks, wiry wood gift exclamations atop stumps rotting, out of 
each rotting tree shoulder, every redrot burl. Everything everywhere, green covered 
green crowding green out of decomposition and up. 
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Looking. Blinding, an opening out of the big wet. A patch of visible. Pale of 
grey white. Shining repeating leaf. Sky appearing out of a dense cloud of crowns. A 
logger, a small-scale disturbance event, a removal of natural capital, an orange spray 
of sawdust around a stump. Easier than physically moving through it, I glance myself 
around the opening, trace about the sound of shrieking, metal, an un-interruption. Saw 
cuts out, cussing cuts in. A sideways approach and cussing a bad morning a woodlot 
owner's son. 'Equipment problems.' Cutting and cutting until the saw dies, cursing a 
murderous blue streak, a bastardly attempt to restart a machine. Boot caulks slowly 
ripping and crushing redrot into crushed deep moss, bites, up. On and up, slithering 
through, 50 metres more of drenched, underbrush and a continuous hemlock sapling 
turnstile flipping. Bumping moving slipping in between solid upright columns, flying 
slow zonal time increments, ridged black-brown to grey to disappearing in grey, sky 
up, way up in mist town. 
Deciding against. Turning aside, sharp fresh-cut sapwood tang. Looking up 
and over up to see, him, a son. Just atop the hill to the right, tiny below an opening 
begun with one stump, the size of, and because of, a caf<§ table in Metro Vancouver, a 
hole now in the canopy big as a lighthouse, beams shining down from up. A son in the 
wet salal with a saw and a blue waft, smoking chain oil sucking an arched human 
spine, the damp amphitheatre of rainforest, one smooth seat. Mumbled curses, a 
stalling mechanical genuflection. Reconsidering amidst frustrating predicaments of 
steel, entangling brush and a wrench on the floor of a pick-up, just far enough away, 
attempting to de-limb one hemlock brought within much easier reach. The bright grey 
skycone pouring cloud, into the void where the green circulatory system of a tree had 
grown to plug and bob a dense crown. A tall body of green veins. Branches in wind 
and rain, a little bit of sun and the corky songs of ravens. The drop of a mother father 
from a mother's father's, another father's mother. A name, a task passed, down, a 
tree. Tsu-ga: tree and mother. And littlest sisters, all to be trampled by skid lines. The 
saw of the son of a Mennonite dies. 20-something X cuss. Staring up the wet green 
opening at an unseen toolbox. Weighing pressures: time, boredom, annoyance, 
exhaustion, pressures. Bending over the most vicious adjective-verbal incongruence I 
have ever heard. I hide behind a pliant elderberry screen and place my bare hand upon 
a tree. Now a pleading of pathetic curse-worship at steaming metal, repeating its silent 
"No. No. No." Deciding against going up for a chat, I head straight up to my task, 
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circling around the rainforest hill to meet a limp pink ribbon, just above the reek: 
burning sap, character and chain oil, embarrassment, overheated metal, vulnerability. 
A few steps up and here, where a giant hemlock dangled epiphytes and wisps 
of old man's beard 50 metres up and up into sky, its shattered top jutting downhill, 
hanging just below my shoulder, dripping, limbs curved in absurd gestures, 
morphologically unable. 400 years and more of working upwards against suppression 
and darkness, winter winds and pests, snowstorms and two negligible fires—just a 
black mark on the uphill side—taken down quickly by a small, malfunctioning, 
overheated machine, ticking hot in a bed of broken fern. Face down, limbs broken, 
unripened purple cones, all upside-down. The press of a small black button. Humming 
to 'life' with a spring of light, a new climbing beginning, beeping uphill, leaning to 
force my way through more of the same, small new and young, medium and huge old 
and wild, all 'life' from a spring of light, black-grey green and green holding ground, 
thick with one plant version or another of "No, man. Not here. No. Not here." 
Following the pink ribbon boundary around and around, where this side will all come 
down and legacies of rainforest wealth will be withdrawn. Metro Vancouver. Seattle. 
Montreal. Portland. Toronto. San Francisco. Calgary. Witness trees on the other side: 
the junk not worth the effort. 
Listening for wild rain, hearing human breathing, a heartbeat—thump; 
thumap, human up. A looking. Eyelids unflinching. A now and a here, no drops 
making it through. The MH mm2 subzone sealing the entire overabove and down. A 
looking closer at the hemlocks themselves, their trunks writhing with undulating 
streams of water, upsweeping branches catching and channelling all, in and down 
towards their trunks, screened through epiphytes and moss, down, down eventually to 
wash roots and further down. Green shrub crush and acid soil reclaiming the meaning 
of wet words profound, wet. That smell, the sweet tang of squirrel-torn fir cones, 
mouldy black needles, humus crumbling and collapsing within itself, biomass 
accumulating, shifting a back and a forth of itself, pushed by roots, insects, fungi, 
itself. Settling into the rhythm of a heart thumping after a long, long climb into 
centuries up, a fast fall after a sudden bisection and sever from beginnings, down into 
the echo of the cursing son of a Mennonite recalcitrance, sputtering machine, taking 
and taking away, I circle around and beep my way around, downhill to the truck. 
"Ta det lugnt, bror." 
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That shadow, once a forest, 
now is bom from an absence, from money, 
from eight week's work. 
—Tom Wayman (1994) 
Transect 16 
Not for sale on the rack at any Chevron Town Pantry on Highway 16: Other kinds of 
maps, those that can't be bought for a few bucks and unfolded with fingers just 
removed out of a potato chip bag. Maps that live and re-live within the biological 
structures of plants and animals, the essential re-living and re-dying of the other-than-
human world. Being "defined solely by a circulation of states," as Deleuze and 
Guattari characterize all of these manners of "becoming," these are thriving maps of 
the Real Work, drawn out of the inevitable necessity for economic divergence within 
ecological accumulation (21). The bright emerald green re-redcedar of June foliage 
growth, the dropping of a branch-polished antler in December, cycling within the 
April dissolve into snowmelt runoff, a reforming with the May-rich medicinal 
aerosols of what the Xaaydaa call tsaanaang (Populus balsamifera, black 
cottonwood) and sanixila (Potentilla palustris, marsh cinquefoil) (Turner 102, 206). 
As Deleuze and Guattari explain of the rhizomatic tendency for spontaneous, 
improvisational "alliance" and "conjunction," this is a prediscursive map and making 
"composed not of units but dimensions, or rather directions in motion," with neither 
"beginning nor end, but always a middle (milieu) from which it grows and overspills" 
(25,21). Similarly, but quite differently, a First Nations 'map,' a "trail of story," as 
ethnoecologist Johnson explains toward the Gitxsan concept, is carefully accumulated 
experience maintained in a realm of temporal plasticity within the coeval 
intermediacy of multi-generations observing remembrance, its practical and even 
simple understanding envisioned through a series of overlay maps that unite diverse 
knowledges and focus recall (42). For those who come originally from T'imlax'aamit, 
these are maps as a multigenerational human processual, where names unpack into 
histories, protocols, legacies, philosophies, responsibilities and duties, all of which are 
documented in the Gitxsan adaawk' (traditional oral historical narratives) and brought 
into being through the daxgat (the power of the generations) (Daly 67). 
The tourist roadmap: difficult to unfold and harder to refold, not just due to 
poor design but to our own meagre attention span. At the very most, this map might 
mark an exotic site, where, once a week between June and September, a village 
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employee rides a lawnmower around and around a group of transplanted totem poles 
near the edge of Highway 16. Yet there are Other, more involved, even difficult 
diagrams of living: circumplex libraries of oral histories, stories that are maps for lack 
of a better (English) word. A kind that register 100,1000, even 10,000 years of 
balanced reciprocities within barter economies; as well, the often brutal stories of 
migration conflicts, wars and cycles of revenge, all set within overgrown and 
enduring village sites scattered throughout the river confluences, the fjordlands, the 
forest- and mist-covered islands. There are also all of the other-than-human 
developments and trials, marked-out annually, seasonally and daily, across the Storied 
Lands of the Heiltsuk, Haisla, Tsimshian, Gitxsan, Nisga'a, Xaaydaa, Tlingit, Tahltan 
and many other peoples, in entries filed deeper and finer between layers of phloem, 
sapwood and heartwood in trees; here, where even recent Canadian society can be 
found to have left a substantial impact on the depth and thickness of rings. All of 
these smaller and larger wild imprints are examples, prescriptive landmarks marking 
land as Land, drawing themselves as models of protocols and actions to guide much 
more than the 'unimportant' lives of'insignificant' species, even those that no one 
bothers to consider or that cannot be run through a mill or dehydrated and stuffed into 
a shiny bag for export, at least not yet. 
And ecological history maps itself within the contours of biotic communities, 
figure by figure, documenting itself in rainforest diagrammar: keta generation by keta 
generation—egg, alevin, fry, parr, smolt, adult—delineated life paths of the 
anadromous traveller, charts made up of more than wild necessity in the input and 
throughput of marine-derived isotope signatures. Nitrogen 15. Given and given by 
millions of spawned-out salmon, spent bodies gifted, bartered, fought-over and 
redistributed amongst bears, ravens, wolves, eagles, otters, martens, arthropods and 
insects, all of whom plot-trace lines of ancient repeating chance along genetic trails of 
season, territory and instinct. Trickling down amongst the rhizomorphous melee of 
herb, forb, fern, and CWD decomposition, marine-derived nitrogen, phosphorous and 
other minerals are given lastly to the largest rainforest structures of them all: these 
vascular uprightstarters—trees. The most genetically complex of semiotic flows on 
the North Coast or anywhere, trees are mountain-stone to sky-of-fog institutions, they 
are multigenerational channels of interdependent phylogenetic growth. Providing for 
the ongoing plotting of millennial heavyweight points, all of the minute annual 
nutrient flourishes of chaos and dispersal at the single-cell level aid the creation of 
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such necessary 'god-pockets' of elevated microsite hummocks as the truly respectable 
entities of coniferous trees require in order to make such long-term commitments to 
place. Performing most of the slow bulk-up energy storage of the Real Work, 
rainforest trees also gather long-term memory up and out into ether and rotting 
litterfall for centuries, as poet Paulann Petersen describes: "the weighty, suffusing, 
never-to-be / satisfied. With vernal string / wafted from green, leaf-ladders / braid 
themselves up and into / the somewhere of blue" (217). 
There are bigger forces, Mr. Draeger. I dont know what they are but they 
got ours whipped sometimes. I don't know what they are but I know they 
aren't making me a dime. 
-Ken Kesey (1964) 
In April 2011, while trying to stand straight on a diagonal mountainside on 
Kaien Island, I notice the fresh spring explosion of a tree-ruffle liverwort (Porella 
navicularis) upon a stub of a dead hemlock branch. Small enough to cup within the 
palm of one hand, this new addition, like thousands more the rainforest is thinking out 
loud all around, as Bringhurst puts it, has sent out between 30 to 50 tiny green 
compass needles in a radiating spray of negative geotropism (this being the typical 
growth response of a plant against the force of gravity) all of which tells me, pretty 
clearly, that, for the living green, all directions except down are viable, and of course 
roots take this direction to heart (Tree 165). If I were to take a much simpler 
compound annual leaf as a compass—perhaps a palmate coltsfoot (Petasites 
palmatus)—it will point not just north, east, south, and west, but three or four Other 
directions. I might not be led back down to the road or anywhere near town, but I will 
likely be led to something much more bewildering. 
One teams a landscape finally not by knowing the name or identity of everything in it, 
but by perceiving the relationships in it.... The difference between the relationships and 
the elements is the same as that between written history and a catalog of events. 
—Barry Lopez (1995) 
The map is not the territory but a cognitive terrain. 
—Thomas F. Thornton (2008) 
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Transect 17 
Other-than-human and human wayfinding. In addition to the myth and knowledge of 
the Storied Land, the rainforest, as an aggregate of entities unto itself, "has no 
beginning and no end," as Bringhurst writes, "because it isn't a linear structure. It 
simply starts where you enter it and ends wherever you come out" (Tree 171). Only 
seeming vague, this concept of the Land is hardly directionless. As it constructs 
repeated signs of here...here...here, it leaves enduring landmark spectacles of itself in 
the soil that is the centre of all experience. Inside a rainforest, why any other-than-
human entity goes in the direction it goes is usually specific to the press of its biotic 
needs. If any one of us would take the time to read our way through a library of 
books, the knowledge and wisdom we could gain about finding direction could be 
immense, but human directions and digressions vary greatly, based as they are upon 
perspectives and inclinations drawn from the legacy of our specific enculturation, 
habits, and preconditioning. Truthfully, some people would gain absolutely no 
knowledge whatsoever about how to find their way. 
As a professional investigator of interior human wayfinding, psychologist Tim 
Kasser uncovers the complex issues behind the processes of how the biotic needs of 
human beings are disrupted and transformed. According to Kasser, a need "is not just 
something a person desires or wants, but is something that is necessary to his or her 
survival, growth, and optimal functioning" (24). Ordinarily, needs are the human cues 
for building sustainable community ties, the tangents we follow in the necessity for 
nurturing and celebrating both fixed and unfixing points. Most often, the reason why 
people feel lost, disoriented, scared, or even pointlessly bored within the confines of a 
rainforest or their own lives is because they have values and perceptions that 
obfuscate their superficial wants into essential needs, which places them out of step 
with the humility that is at the core of the Real Work in the Real World. Often, human 
beings have no bearings because they no longer have anything left upon which to 
bear. This situation creates many ills, not just the gulf that exists between different 
cultural communities—reinforcing disparate polarities of conflicting values. Kasser 
describes how most of us are inundated by "messages glorifying the path of 
consumption and wealth, [and that]... all of us to some extent take on or internalize 
materialistic values" (26). Providing a synthesis of their own studies, psychologists N. 
T. Feather and R. A. Emmons state that the values and perspectives we hold that arise 
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from our obsession with materialism transform our lives and influences our goals, 
disrupting the attitudes we construct, both about people and material objects, which 
distorts most of our behaviours as we live our lives (118, 98). 
Even a little contextual revision can go a long way. Lee Maracle describes this 
very notion as she reflects upon the struggle for life and procreation that is 
experienced by wild-spawning salmon. Maracle believes that human beings who 
witness this activity may be imbued with a sensibility of essential necessity and may 
recover a renewed sense of duty—they may find their way back to the teachings. In 
Ravensong, Maracle's character Stacey wonders if "maybe some white people had no 
roots in the creative process, so could not imagine being that devoted to being alive. If 
you have only yourself as a start and end point, life becomes a pretence of 
continuum.. ..a kind of frantic desperation" (61). 
Despite spending most of the last twenty years walking in the forests of the 
north, I still find that there are few convenient, literal sets of easy-to-follow 
instructions available for how to live; they are not marked up the in-leaning side of an 
asymmetrically branched, pistol-butted mountain hemlock tree. Outlining a revision 
of rhizomatic pragmatics for abandoning the old institutions that rigidly control and 
destroy both human and other-than-human lives, Deleuze and Guattari propose that 
people in general and writers specifically, even the nomad book itself, must "find an 
adequate outside with which to assemble in heterogeneity," "for underdevelopment 
instead of progress towards development" (24). In some of the old stories of the 
Tlingit at.oow, dating back 2000 to 1500 years, when the ancestral people migrated 
down the Stikine and met others living downriver, they did not always engage in war 
to drive the existing people from a site that they saw as a desirable location for a new 
village. As Tlingit Wolf Ernestine Hayes writes, "it was decided by those wise ones 
that they would form one people, in two sides, and to cement their new social order, it 
would be their practice only to marry someone from the other side" (132). Although it 
was certainly not always the case, sometimes, with the knowledge of the proper and 
careful cultivation of maintaining good relations, within just one generation the two 
groups worked to become one people (ibid). 
Although traditional stories can be profound symbols of acceptance, tolerance, 
and respect, there is much more within them than the message of getting along with 
others under difficult circumstances. Living fruitfully requires a presence and ability 
beyond veneer statements. Robert Bringhurst notes that there is "a long-standing habit 
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of ignoring Native American oral literature and at the same time blindly romanticizing 
[particular interpretations of] indigenous traditions" that have been brought to light in 
Western culture {Everywhere 332). The Xaaydaa artist Bill Reid understood this 
situation very well, yet he became, as Bringhurst describes, "little by little, an ex 
officio member [of both cultures], an expert of both, a creator of both... and therefore 
inescapably a conduit between them—which in conditions of monumental mutual 
ignorance and mistrust cannot be an easy thing to do" (Tree 290). Reid understood 
that, if Indigenous stories and cultures are never recited or recalled out of their 
original contexts, they will indeed be protected and made impervious to the forces of 
colonization, yet there is also the danger of them become simplistic museum pieces, 
or fading into obscurity or extinction along with Indigenous languages themselves. 
Within his unique perspective as a person astride parallel cultures with conflicting 
realities, in 1985, from his testimonials in the public hearings organized in support of 
saving South Moresby, Reid made the following provocative statements about the 
nature of being Xaaydaa (Haida): 
As for what constitutes a Haida—well, Haida only means human being, and as 
far as I'm concerned, a human being is anyone who respects the needs of his 
fellow man, and the earth which nurtures and shelters us all. I think we could 
find room in South Moresby for quite a few Haida no matter what their ethnic 
background. (217) 
Although this sounds like a statement of Xaaydaa tolerance and welcome, 
Reid was speaking singularly, amidst and against the sectarian politics that continue 
today, where both cultural norms and blood lines are directed towards a regulated 
essentialism, where even to marry outside of the traditional system is to be denied 
particular privileges within the nation. Firstly, this is partly about reinvigorating and 
protecting what remains of the 'theoretical integrity' of an endangered people that, 
like all other Indigenous cultures, was, has been, and is being threatened with 
extinction. This is both an understandable and logical reaction to the overwhelming 
forces of colonization and capital, which have both been working toward the 
homogenization of the globe. However, as sociologist Denise Lach describes, the very 
idea of "certainty is a false idol," as there is hardly ever a unanimous consensus 
amidst the increasing challenges of living and working amidst the complexity of 
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contemporary existence (235,234). In cultural evolution, as in scientific investigation, 
there is always going to be a degree of dissent from common understandings; Lach 
writes that this is good for organizations, systems and science, and it is crucial for a 
healthy culture, as this is how new approaches and innovative ideas are created (235). 
Reflecting upon Reid's statement of what it means to be Xaaydaa reveals an 
exemplar of those "symptoms and incidents outside the norm" which can become 
"indices of a potential labour of subjectification," as described within the eco-logic 
promoted by Guattari, which gives ready life to his theory, within which it is 
practicable "to organize new micropolitical and microsocial practices, new 
solidarities, a new gentleness, together with new aesthetic and new analytic practices 
regarding the formation of the subconscious" (34). This is indeed the talk of 
revolution, but revolution is the activity, the mechanics, if not the business, of the 
biosphere, and to resist this is more destructive than futile. Lach considers the fringe 
variability of symptoms and incidents outside the norm, affirming that the way to 
think about dissent is not in the negative political sense of the anarchist, but rather 
from the concept of the "outlier," which, in the realm of statistics, is an observation or 
practice that "occurs a long way from other values; it's not necessarily a wrong 
observation, just one apart from the norm" (236). 
Today, no less than in the ancestral past, there is nothing simple about these 
kinds of processes, but these examples given by Tlingit writer Hayes and Xaaydaa 
artist Reid provide evidence of there being many traditional avenues open to bridge 
parallels in contemporary cultures, those that might otherwise fail the imagination and 
result in destruction. Part of these details is to illustrate, again, the necessity for 
accepting and loving both what and who is at hand, which is to engage with the Real 
World. In 2001, the deputy chief of the Tsimshian First Nation village of Metlakatla, 
Charlene McLean, told Alex Rose something clearly down this same line of thinking: 
"We have to look back at those aspects of our traditional culture that have to do with 
independence and power. Then, we have to learn how to use them in today's society" 
(95). Somehow, bridging communities must also combine with the perspective and 
even the task of dismantling the growth-machine of production and consumption that 
presses upon Canadian society through the technological forces of globalization. Deep 
value shifts can occur incrementally and day-to-day in individual lives, establishing a 
new-old home within sustainable, humble parametres of core human needs. As it is, 
the mountain hemlock tree and all of its wild interrelations do offer their knowledge 
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and fulfill biotic community needs, as do the long histories and living interbeing 
reflected in so many First Nations cultures along the North Coast. Everywhere, 
communities and individuals possess genuine abilities to accept and embrace new 
arrivals, somehow finding the strength of presence to envision the necessity and grasp 
the willingness to make familiar family out of strange visitors. Still, there is much 
more to be uncovered at the root or rhizome of various particular human desires and 
needs. And what is it that is so predominantly unnatural about the nature of 
contemporary existence? 
In anthropology now, the term "thick description" refers to a dense accumulation of 
ordinary information about a culture, as opposed to abstract or theoretical analysis. It 
means observing the details of life until they begin to coagulate or cohere into an 
interpretation....I'd like to see thick description make a comeback. Apart from sheer 
sensuous pleasure, it gives you the comforting feeling that you're not altogether adrift, 
that at least you have an actual context to enter into and real things to grapple with. 
—Anatole Broyard (1985) 
aeatures creatures and creatures the faces of leaves the shoulders of mountains the 
movement of ideas in the tributaries of the Skeena - what is it that I need to say to 
transcend that plane, cross over, think like a thicket, move like lichen ages and ages 
across my face and nutrients sifting into the text the spore your eye 
—Rob Budde (2008) 
Returning to reconsider T'imlax'aamit—the mythical Gitxsan city state that 
once flourished in the valley of 'Ksan—traditional teachings of respect and the sacred 
were and are still paramount, not just as they directly affect the lives of people but, 
tragically, where they have been ignored or abused, which has lead to the repeated 
destruction of the community as a result of harsh repercussions from forces of nature. 
In 1990, Maht, Beverly Anderson, a Gitxsan Fireweed chief from the Hazelton area, 
told journalist Teny Glavin that she sees it as a priority for her people to abandon the 
government-established reserves and return to a life in connection with the Land 
(North 160). Maht points to the greatest social problems in Gitxsan communities, as 
perpetuated by the reserve system, which result in the combination of confinement, 
welfare, poverty and alcoholism. Yet these are not just a result of outside influences 
derived from historical colonialism and contemporary consumer culture, but are a 
result of the decline of the halayt (the secret society of traditional Gitxsan healers, 
those who gain shamanic knowledge through meditative training in relation to the 
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noxnox, "supernatural powers," those that belong to each wilp) (160-61, Daly 76). As 
well, Maht told Galvin that there has been an almost complete abandonment by 
Gitxsan peoples of the five "natural doctors" of exercise, fresh air, nutrition, water, 
and rest (160-61). Maht outlines the basic premise of the halayt, which is to look after 
not only the physical aspect of the human body but to foster health through 
community and spirituality (167). "I think," Maht prescribes, that "what we all really 
have to do is get back out on the land" (ibid). 
In 1982, Maht's brother, Luu Goom 'kw, a Gitxsan Fireweed, told Glavin that 
he started this process of returning to the teachings of the Land: "Go out there," his 
uncle Pete encouraged him: "Live out there. Talk to the trees" (167). Heading out to 
Kuldoe, an ancient village site 60 kilometres up 'Ksan from Two Mile, Luu Goom 'kw 
spent a number of years reestablishing living cycles of traditional practice and cultural 
production (ibid). Following his uncle's advice, he also talked to the trees. "But they 
don't talk back. They just stood there," Luu Goom 'kwi told Glavin, "I was just, I don't 
know, doing it. Nothing happened. But then after one sixteen-hour day, I was just 
beat, and I stopped in my snowshoe tracks and lay down and they said, 'Oh, you poor 
thing.' I looked up. Well, it was a lot easier to go that last four miles to the cabin" 
(168). Maht and her husband Ian would join him for periods of traditional living, 
away from the influences of Canadian society, away from Highway 16 and all that it 
represents. As Maht tells Glavin: 
When you're out of the bush, all the people are trying to sell you 
something... .That's what life outside the land is like. On the reserves, I see 
child sexual abuse, wife abuse, and pain, really bad psychic pain. And no 
encouragement at all. I make a point to try and be encouraging to people. They 
need to be more loving and caring to one another, (ibid) 
What the North Coast mainly offers is big mountains, big trees, big clouds full 
of rain, big winter storms, and mostly, big isolation from the far distant, larger human 
communities. Personally, this makes me sigh with relief, as this is where I prefer to 
be: considering interbeing, in response on foot through bryophyte and forb, across 
lichen-fungus, saprophyte, liverwort and herb, reading the ecosophical duty roster of 
towering gymnosperm relations, responding to the reminder snag and the nurse log, 
deciphering postings of coarse woody debris and redrot, attempting to synthesize 
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shrub and plant associations with their mycelial connections with macrofaunal 
communities. Here, there is much more going on than finding ease in daydreams 
about possessing manufactured consumer products, there are uncountable intimate 
moments intricate to the wonders of giving and transforming. It has taken a while, 
which is what happens when you model yourself after the examples set by trees, but I 
am also not always trying to remember materialistic 'information,' nor am I 
attempting to force-fix myself in place. I just follow and trace the other-than-human 
patterns somewhere in the middle of the forest, starting from where I enter, and 
ending where I come out. This is time both paid and unpaid in other-than-capitalist 
values, with meaning and worth found in the effort and attempt necessary to un-find 
and dis-pinpoint, all of which is necessary before there can be any beginning to be. 
Wet in soggy cold rain, 
relying on the faint phosphorescence of clouds, 
I am walking tonight in love 
with some bright windscape 
of who knows when... 
—Miyazawa Kenji (1924) 
Stories are the first maps....If we stop telling stories, the forest will shrivel up and die. 
—Robert Bringhurst (2006) 
(dead salmon dialectics: river cycle-stories 
north of caution 
I slip-
-tumble Heiltsuk rain 
dance scrape moss 
oof rock 
crack the screen of my GPS 
kill it 
on the granatic batholith 
realize that here 
november rain 
is more fish slime than water 
is no love restrained 
that not only are the bones of the Nisga'a 
composed entirely of salmon 
but the whole archipelago is a drenched green 
blanket morphology of throbbing red arteries 
woven under drooping conifer murk 
I l l  
that redcedar flags of Tlingit persistence 
drizzle constant seaward migrant smolt 
that hemlocks run Haisla returns of keta and tyee 
up and down vascular salmonid cambium 
below a Gitxsan lateral line swell between xylem and bark 
that Sitka spruce cruise-dart a pollock phytogeny 
around the seasonal kype of the alaskan gyre 
that black bears surge under water under roots 
deep fathom black & white orca life & death 
in the 700 year-old shallows of a silver candelabra scatter-chase 
shore pine herring around Talunkwan shoals 
the vociferous understory alder screech, dive & swoop 
sleek on glaucous Xaaydaa wings over the blowhole 
where shining schools of mackerel lean 500 years 
of marine-derived sapwood over Kitkiata 
spreading tiny transparent rootfins 
to thrive amongst tinier mycorrhizal connectors 
ancient ravens of wood and whale soar "QuaaalkrrrrrH" 
Tsimshian spring-runs up sockeye red oxbows 
humpbacking the Quaaal narrows north to the Gilttoyees 
a last/first/eternal octopus-root gravel spawn 
wet dream flutter and death and cypress decay 
up and down the Kxngeal 
north of caution 
november rain squalls 
throw ferns mackerel & microbes 
grey whales, marten & eel-grass 
murrelets, crustaceans & wolves 
in scaly purple-hard time capsules 
from crown-heavy fur 
down through my hair 
into the creek 
where technology sits 
leaking its poison 
Waking to T'imlax'aamit 
(Trail of Story: The Medeek 
The people in T'imlax'aamit flourished once more after reconstructing their 
village, which was near a lake called Mean tse kho don, "at the base of the mountain," 
which had newly formed after the flood, along with a number of other lakes (56). It 
was rumoured that within this lake there was a sea-monster: a huge bear with brown-
gold skin—the medeek—which was now land-locked after the receding of the flood 
waters. Yet life in the renewed city was good, as there were many trout in the lake and 
plentiful berry-picking grounds up and down the hillsides that stretched above its 
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shores. As the young people had no trouble catching many trout, they again became 
indolent and foolish, this time taking the bones and the tails of the trout and styling 
head-dresses for themselves, after which they danced in the moonlight with self-
indulgent pleasure. Hagbegwatku tells that the young people began to catch trout for 
the sole purpose of making head-dresses, killing the animals for the sake of personal 
vanity. As this kind of activity increased, the medeek emerged from the lake and 
began to kill people. The villagers attempted to defend themselves, but the monster 
was extremely aggressive and powerful, and the warrior's arrows had no effect other 
than to prick its tough hide (57). Will Robinson recounts Walter Wright's story of the 
medeek as it went about "tearing great trees out of the earth," moving between the 
lake and the village, seeking people to kill, "leaving a trail of destruction and 
desolation" (16). Despite these horrific incidents, the young people continued to 
return to the lake and catch trout for fun, laughing as they used their bones as head­
dresses, enjoying themselves at the expense of needlessly-killed fish. Hagbegwatku 
describes how the medeek arose once more and killed this last group of young 
revellers. Shortly afterward, a group of resourceful warriors managed to lure the 
medeek out, discovered its weak spots, and killed it, but their chief advised them that 
the activities of the medeek were meant as a serious warning to T'imlax'aamit, that 
they were being punished once more for disrespecting and abusing the gifts of wild 
animals (58-59). 
In Wright's version, new laws governing the proper training of children and 
young people were created and systematically adhered to, again, with the hopes of 
reinforcing the importance of ethical behaviour and respect for Nature (20). 
Considering the medeek as a destructive force in the ecological history of the region, 
geologist Allan Gottesfeld conducted surveys in 1985 at Chicago Creek, which drains 
into Seeley Lake and empties into 'Ksan. Radiocarbon dating confirms that a 
powerful incident of ecological upheaval took place about 3500 years ago; this 
evidence, together with sediment samples taken from the bottom of Seeley Lake by 
geologist Rolf Matthews in 1986, add up to present a clear picture of a violent debris 
torrent that scoured the canyon of Chicago creek, uprooted stands of trees, swept 
whole hillsides into gullies and changed the course of numerous smaller creeks 
(quoted in Glavin 76). 
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while I was working out my debts, 
on my way from chaos, to unity, to the plural, 
working out of my displaced aspirations, 
my enquiry into the origins of the idea of the beautiful, 
by no means an account of European settlements. 
-Ken Belford (2008) 
Now I see the secret of the making of the best persons. It is to grow in the open air, 
and then to eat and sleep with the earth. 
-Walt Whitman (1856) 
Transect 18 
As where is often part of a question, at the most, I only have inklings; and as here is 
often part of an assertion, the Gitxsan and so many others know the open intensity at 
play and work up where Xsitxemsem and 'Ksan (the Nass and the Skeena rivers) both 
attend to their headwaters. Heavy rains become the myriad fingers of small veins of 
water plying out of every nook and cranny of the curved and cascading networks of 
the Skeena Mountains. Here, the Gitxsan adaawk' possesses more than knowledge, it 
represents while it protects more of what Masgaak, Don Ryan, calls ayuks eyetxw, the 
"ancient family authority," the dynamic power that resides as a living history within 
each wilp (quoted in Daly 300). Poet Ken Belford, who was there doing Real Work at 
Xsitxemsem before I was born, reaches it somewhere in between where I wonder and 
wander out of books and rainforests. Belford writes that a river "is a place of medicine 
more than pleasure," and that "[t]o have been on the Damdochax for a week / is better 
than an eternity on the Nechako," which reveals not only his understanding of other 
than-human lan(d)guage, but that the ancient family authority of the Gitxsan and other 
First Peoples is not just another idea of human law, but that thoughts, ideas, and 
philosophies are derived directly from other-than-human medicines, like rivers, just as 
their principles for living and their long-standing ideas for sustainable management 
practices, all of which the Federal and Provincial governments and the corporate 
authorities of globalization have yet to truly accept, reconcile, or redeem (lan(d)guage 
51). 
Fortunately, 'Ksan has not yet been subjected to the large-scale plans of big-
desk industrialists, and is still one of the largest free-flowing (un-dammed) rivers in 
the world, like its sisters to the north, Xsitxemsem and Shtax' Heen (the latter of which 
is the Tlingit name for the Stikine River) (Henley 16; Dauenhauer, Dauenhauer, and 
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Black 454). The Damdochax, which gathers waters between Xsitxemsem and 'Ksan, is 
inaccessible by road, and since I've never had the money to be a tourist, I've never 
been there, which is just and good, and fine and dandy. In the area where Belford 
worked and lived for about thirty years, there are numerous Gitxsan wilps, these being 
the houses territories of Wii minosik, Luus, Gwininitxw, Niist, and Ktologet, 
surrounded by very many others. As anthropologist Mary Ellen Tyler writes, chiefs 
describe their territorial boundaries as extending "mountaintop to mountaintop," 
including the watershed framework within, up and down the slopes, as well as 
horizontally upstream and downstream (5). Synthesizing the meaning out of this 
multi-directional waving of the arms, anthropologist Fikret Berkes tells us that these 
Gitxsan mapping strategies are not merely territories of human ownership but 
sophisticated watershed-ecosystems-as-territories, organized as such for the proper 
management of whole ecosystems (52). Where can such an integrated presence of 
cohesion and integrity come from? Anthropologist Richard Daly, who had the 
singular experience of working with the Gitxsan and Witsuwit'en, compiling an 
ethnography for the Delgamuukw plaintiffs (from 1986 until 2005), writes that the 
daxgat (the power of the ancestors) flows out from the forests, the rivers, and the 
Storied Land, all of which is covered over with the dust of the ancestors, and it is 
through this connecting layer of memory and energy that the daxgat flows as well into 
those living descendents who demonstrate meritorious actions (67). 
interbeing and filiation are dead and dying trees 
crumbling grids of the "single uninterrupted sentence" 
an antler-shaped text, rotting 500 metres above the Ecstall 
a saprophytic deproduction of the root-wide web 
dropping crisscrosses of evergreen recomposition 
the Spokskuut nitrogen-fix is a contrapuntal relationship 
a model perpetually reconstructing "and...and...and" 
recollapsing a matrix line of duff for humans to kick through 
nullifying endings and beginnings, blogging about a log 
sinking redrot into gleysol against a cordilleran-era horizon 
while macrofauna circle the leafy hepatic of bisexual flowers 
seeking pinnatifid and palmate lobes of green flush 
under slippery bark, the "and...and...and" of fertile free-association 
a nootkatensis patch dynamic "often separated by centuries" 
runs in the understory slush pile of creative non-flick-shun 
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rereading and revising under-bark encryptions 
not just the typographical cleverness of arthropods 
an essential cycling of ecosystem syntax folds close 
in between winter fronds disintegrating living grammar 
ferns fertilizing ferns are washed bottom to top by the alaskan gyre 
still, the rhizome-book advances mist with syntactical humility 
rewrites itself through litter, fermentation and humus underwriters 
larval editors girdling sapwood, "an entirely necessary enemy, 
the furniture we are forever rearranging" across the rainforest floor 
the corroding rails of hydropower, laptops, dead and dying be-leaf 
On average, heavy rains drench the North Coast for about eight months of the 
year. From my limited experience they slack off quite a bit in the summer, meaning 
that from June to August, it only rains every other day. During the nearly perpetual 
deluge, minerals and nutrients are constantly being leached out of the organic 
materials that are always accumulating upon the forest floor. These are sluiced down 
the mountain slopes, leaving an acid soil environment throughout the steep forest 
slopes (Klinka, Krajina and others 21). Using similar methods of intense drenching, 
the media forces of capital work to leach the ethics and morals from the constantly 
splintering niche demographics of Canada's materialistic society, enculturating as 
many people as possible to the ritual and ceremony of seeking the lowest common 
denominator of consumer habits. Social theorist Hedges envisions a fairly bleak 
outcome to these kinds of heavy semiotic flows, arguing that, "unless we wrest the 
state away from corporate hands we will be dragged down by the dark and turbulent 
undertow of globalization" (144). Although the winter rains of the North Coast 
transport a great deal of the richness of organic matter away from the steep forest 
floor, they neither disappear nor destroy it; instead, minerals and nutrients are 
ecologically 'transposed' and circulated throughout the valleys, terraces and estuaries, 
going downstream to feed organisms and processes that return the wealth back to the 
region, in one way or another. Oppositely, the industrialized environments of capital 
exploitation see the lion's share of regional natural capital exported completely 
beyond their ecological boundaries, converted into the abstract immateriality of 
monetary wealth. Historically, and universally, industrialization processes do not seek 
balanced reciprocity with their extraction sites, instead they centralize wealth within 
fewer and fewer bank accounts that are ever farther and farther away. Through this 
process, forest, ocean, and human communities are transformed into Third World 
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level rubble fields, as so many of the small communities along either the Highway 16 
corridor or the outer North Coast demonstrate, where abandoned canneries and mills 
moulder and collapse along waterfronts and roadsides, all buried back under moss. 
Geography blended with time equals destiny. 
-^Joseph Brodsky (1978) 
peering into the unfetter (at the torn edge 
of the prose-poem-essay (data smeared 
from the wording window (the thanksgiving storm 
of 2010 (a wet velar, uvular, a glottal branch 
across my face (an Indigenous entitlement 
the wet fricative (the incongruity of waterproof paper 
dropping my duksbak (a small-scale patch dynamic 
repaired with duct tape (where a patch of six trees 
jerked down the mountainside (to record field data 
the wet nasal glide, a green arm (across my face 
raw, opened mineral soil (fresh, glistening patches 
used by foresters (a drenched green typography 
an orange, plastic binder (crushed underfoot 
in the disorienting ascent (another Gitsegukla native 
torn roots hanging (whose name was reported 
as unpronounceable (the spinning moss compass 
lichen shreds, dead blackflies (a greyt hand of greyt wind 
between the pages (unfettering the peerless 
the crotch of my rain pants (hung-up on a branch 
Transect 19 
What is the difference between information and knowledge? Part of it lies in the 
difference between a view of the chaotic tangle of debris on the rainforest floor as 
useless waste as opposed to a view of it as the nutrient legacy of the rainforest of the 
past giving its wealth for the rainforest of the future. Information, if not connected to 
anything, tends to be useless, it remains data, stuff, facts lolling in a trivial stasis. 
Information may very well be wasted unless it is focused in conjunction with Real 
Work, where it can be a mordant part of interconnection and creation. Brought into 
participation with ideas and concepts, information becomes an element in any number 
of productivities, both material and cultural: perhaps stories that are both ancient and 
are just being created, various combinations of old and new understandings, revisions 
of established and changing languages—all of which are kinds of knowledge. 
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Information that remains as empty stimuli leads the careless and the rootless 'keeper' 
to individualism's void of distraction, or worse—to any number of accumulating 
destructions. "Intelligence," writes social theorist Hedges, "is morally neutral. It is no 
more virtuous than athletic prowess" (104). Philosophically, scientifically, culturally, 
and hopefully, those who might seek the metonym and grammar of the wild might 
start to register the phraseology of the Real Work from its integral aggregate lexicon, 
given as it is from those who have shared its understandings for millennia. 
As poet Daphne Marlatt perceives it, the writing is on a wall of wet and 
crumbling wood, sloughing ever seaward, "in this amphibious place, / half earth half 
water, half river half sea," and so it is within giving that we ask permission in the first 
part of reaching understanding and transforming information into knowledge (41). In 
the CBC Radio Ideas broadcast, "Untangling Complexity," cultural theorist Juan 
Louis Suarez recently argued that human beings need not be passive receptors but 
instead can become active, transformative nodes in communication networks. 
According to Suarez, whose concept is similar to the "participatism" concept outlined 
earlier by Roorda, healthy diversity is the cultural vaccine that can mitigate and stem 
the burgeoning deluge of pointless information. Diversity transforms the dearth of our 
knowledge into the beginnings of an understanding that is the first step in beginning 
to participate in beneficial relationships. Today, monoculture absolutes are the strident 
proof that the entertainment wings of corporate media are fulfilling their agendas of 
commodification and pacification. Demonstrating clear evidence of this, I note that 
throughout the spring of 2011, despite the fact that the North Coast is home to people 
from all over the globe, to take a look around the sidewalks of Prince Rupert, Terrace, 
and so many of the other villages along the North Coast, it seemed that we were living 
in a totalitarian state of the NHL's Vancouver Canucks hockey team. 
Again, getting off of the asphalt of the mainstream is to encounter the oldest 
beginnings of diversity and the knowledge it willingly gives. The challenge is that it is 
a challenge. Finding the path here, if there is one, is one thing, the task of negotiating 
it is another, but the struggle to encounter and establish another way of walking opens 
new-old neurological pathways, changing our very thinking, and eventually leads us 
to much more interesting, and hopefully, sustainable places. In addition to the long 
histories of First Nations peoples who live in various levels of participation with the 
kincentric entities of the Storied Land, on the North Coast there is an overwhelming 
diversity of vocabularies of the wild. As Ken Belford points out—avoiding any fixed 
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angle—human meaning tends to stump where it hits the trees. "[I] speak one of the 
many languages of the Nass," he writes, and "[i]t's not possible to translate what I 
know into English" (lan(d)guage 35, 28). We heard this same kind of statement 
earlier, from Desskw, Walter Blackwater, who said that "to speak thoroughly and 
accurately about this countryside is impossible in English." Much larger and far more 
complex than a locally meaningless English—which, after all, is a language of nouns, 
possession, and boundaries—the language of the Indigenous rainforest is about 
reciprocation, mutualism, openness; it is about thriving, expiring, stretching out 
amongst soil, water, flesh. This is how the surging leader of a 500 year-old Sitka 
spruce tree communicates with tiny, saprophagous invertebrates in the rainforest soil, 
those that participate in the structural formation of its roots, utilizing communication 
lines that are created by insects and birds, rainfall percolation, lichen networks and 
epiphytic nodes that run high up within the crooks of branches, and all the way down 
to the matrices of fungal mycelia, invertebrates and microbes that organize the Real 
Work of various oxidizing, nitrogen-fixing, and protein-decomposing bacteria. There 
are innumerable physical dialects communicating within litter-level conferences, 
competing and mediating all of the variables of decomposition and renewal that 
regulate and create rainforest health (Armson 97-101). 
Poet and linguist Bringhurst engages this concept from his unique perspective, 
within an intense perception of the variability of words and their formations. 
Bringhurst writes that the vocabulary of the wild consists of all the individuals that 
exist within nature; its syntaxes are its ecosystems, species, and ecological processes; 
its phonology—its essential material substances—are its hydrocarbons (Tree 268). 
Bringhurst also tells us that wild languages speak the stories of immediate, lived lives: 
"This, this, this, being, here, being here, you, me, us," yet I would add that there is 
much more to these stories than what directly correlates with the information of a 
green frond unfurling or even a microscopic carbon-sugar sequence that can be 
identified and quantified by forest science (ibid). 
Now, language, as Bringhurst writes, "is a means of seeing and understanding 
the world, a means of talking with the world" (Tree 163). This is a definition that 
leaves plenty of room for all kinds of diversity. Bringhurst's version is inclusive, 
encompassing human as well as other-than-human languages—those which are the 
life stories of animals, plants, fungi, even hydrology and weather, some of which 
provide various kinds of information that can be decoded or inteipreted to various 
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degrees, but which can also be characterized as taking on the forms of language, 
whether humans understand them or not. As Bringhurst proposes, the rainforest thinks 
in trees and their associated life forms: mosses, fungi, and the creatures who move 
through them: annelids, arthropods, thrushes, and deer (165). Poet and ecocritical 
author Gary Snyder writes that language "belongs to our biological nature," and, 
whether oral or written, language is a direct result of reading such things as "moose 
tracks in the snow" (Practice 69). Thinking down an earlier trail that bears similarity 
to Bringhurst's, Snyder engages the idea that "[t]he stratigraphy of rocks, layers of 
pollen in a swamp, the outward expanding circles in the trunk of a tree, can be seen as 
texts" (77). Philosopher Alphonso Lingis proposes a similar idea, that the human 
being who comes to understand is one who listens not only to the internal noises of 
the body—"the rasping or smouldering breath.. .the rumblings and internal echoes," 
and, also "the glossolalia of nonhuman things—the humming, buzzing, murmuring, 
crackling, and roaring of the world" (91, 84). "If we speak to another of a mountain 
vista," Lingis adds, it is because, literally enough, "that mountain landscape spoke to 
us;" and, if "our words... have referents, it is because things address signals to us—or 
at least broadcast signals at large" (78). Language, as a form of communication, 
"takes place when the vibrancy of the land, the oceans, and the skies is taken up, 
condensed, and unfurled in the hollows of one's body, then released," and, as Lingis 
adds, "when one hears its echo returning with the wind and the sea" (97-98). As it 
circumvents conventional, reductive Western modes of fixing, owning, and locating, 
this way is a subversive indirection of becoming, as Belford maps out with pointed 
mark-making within a steadily flowing creek. His vision of lan(d)guage is a wild 
dissent and refusal of English and Western domestications, refusing categorization 
and stating that understanding can only come with the unknowing of supposed stated 
truths taken from colonial culture: "Clusters of tiny, new perceptions shift / and turn 
at once and I don't know / how it works, but I can see it," as Belford explains: 
"frissony," "[m]y narrative is waves of meaning / crashing through a watery code" 
(lan(d)guage 11, 19, 11). 
It is within these accordingly abstract senses of amorphous and open ideas that 
another definition of ecosophical aesthetics can be approached, one that recognizes 
that ethical ecology, ethical aesthetics, and the ligatures of human and nonhuman 
languages all find ways to correlate, combining within a recognition that, perhaps, the 
Indigenous rainforest is always more than it appears—that it is not just an empty 
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materiality of dirt, plants, trees and rain—that it is always an ongoing other-than-
human communication—a different story, and, it has the power to do more than 
produce timber, gas, meat protein and fish oil, that it also has the ability to diminish 
fear and alleviate anxiety, to dispel perceptions of difference, to teach and to heal. As 
Bringhurst, Snyder, and others describe the literal living language processual of other-
than-human expression in growth forms, I mean to engage with what these signals and 
signs tell us beyond their direct affirmations of life. After all, if hope and love are the 
means by which, as Hedges believes, human beings can resist destruction, perhaps the 
affirmation and continuance of diverse, interconnected life in the Indigenous 
rainforest expresses a correlative meaningfulness within what is often perceived as a 
robust but indifferent continuity. For example, from this perspective, such things as 
wild medicines and foods are not just random accidents of mutation, but are evolutive 
adaptations for giving, for nurturing and sustaining life. 
These qualities become principles within what I have earlier termed 
ecosophical aesthetics. These deeper elements of Bringhurst's wild grammar and 
Snyder's tawny grammar are perhaps more elusive and even somewhat intangible to 
rational, secular individuals in Canadian society, as they represent concepts that work 
at deeper levels than production and consumption, supply and demand, work time and 
holiday leisure. Essentially, this is a Western approach to the kincentric philosophy 
within traditional Indigenous cosmologies, that which has existed for thousands of 
years, and which we all participated in before the rise of Western religions and recent 
secularity. These ecosophical aesthetics are the qualities, tendencies or properties that 
open individuals or communities to deeper ethical perspectives—being an underlying 
presence that resides within Bringhurst's this, here, and being, that which takes us to 
interbeing. These variables transform into principles within a nurtured ability, talent, 
or perhaps even with luck to not only perceive wild grammar but to respond with a 
sense of accepting taking on a perspective of holism, gaining knowledge of integrity, 
taking-on of a particular worldview of duties. With a local example, ethnoecologist 
Johnson describes a deeper sense of these concepts as they exist within the ancient 
dwelling experience of the Gitxsan. There is an underpinning conceptualization of the 
Land, one that, "encompasses the broad aesthetic or cosmological sense of the local 
environment," by which the geographical, physiographic and ecological features of 
the Storied Land reveal themselves as being tied strongly within the sacred or spiritual 
components that constitute the very loci of power in Gitxsan territories (17). 
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My own meaning-sense of aesthetics is skewed beyond the fringes of 
standardization and commercialization. What I consider and engage carries only the 
barest shreds of conventional or even Aristotelian meaning, which refers to beauty, 
the appreciation of and the philosophy of beauty. The ecocritic Allan Johnston writes 
that aesthetics "concerns nature, value, [and] judgement of beauty" (14). Right off, I 
have a fundamental problem with the conventional sense of beauty. My own 
judgement of beauty has very little to do with what is classically pleasing to the eye. 
Instead, aesthetics correlate directly to the degree or qualitative substance of an 
ecosophical perspective. For me, a crumbling redrot stump in a rainforest, connected 
up with a healthy mycelial network and a thriving microbial and bacterial community 
is far more beautiful than a piece of contemporary or historical art, one chief reason 
being a consideration of the fact that industrially manufactured art materials have 
likely gone into its 'creation'—whether they be minerals and elements mined and 
refined for pigments, metals forged and fabricated, even paper, glass or varnishes 
used in the frame—all of which have been facilitated through the despoliation of an 
ecosystem or an other-than-human community somewhere, somehow, sometime. 
Although there are some ethically derived art-making materials, currently, the 
majority of industrially manufactured art materials are basically poisons of one kind 
or another. None of this is ethically beautiful, and if we consider both their origins 
and their downstream consequences, there can be no Real beauty whatsoever in their 
productions. On the other hand, what is beautiful are green gestures that give as much, 
or better, more than they take. Considering these criteria, all gestures that destroy, 
pollute, or waste cannot be beautiful. 
To clarify: what I mean by aesthetics concerns 1) the ecological value I 
perceive within protecting and providing for the Real Work; and 2) deeper 
understandings of human considerations of Nature and the Land within an 
interspecies sense of sustainability and subsistence, humility and poverty, respect and 
reciprocity, all of which bring forth a natural affinity for traditional First Nations 
concepts of the Storied Land, kincentricity, and privilege the ongoing maintenance 
and development of TEKW. Considering this involved description, ecosophical 
assthetics (or, as some would call them, ecological aesthetics) serve to draw a strong 
association with the particular local worldviews and sets of values of traditional 
Indigenous peoples, those that call the very same place home as do any of the 
assimilated citizenry of Canadian society. We have already looked at values, but here 
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we will consider the specific activity we are engaged with right now: writing and 
reading. For ecocritic Allan Johnston, a value "suggests measurable degrees of 
aesthetic, ethical or other qualities," which I think is fair and stands open to much 
interpretation, as it should, and this also reveals its central problematic, as a value is 
open in practice to individual judgement and cultural momentum as much as it is 
theoretically subject to soundness within the rigour of philosophical logic (ibid). 
Beyond clarifications, Johnston considers that an ecosophical (or ecological) aesthetics 
is possible in those kinds of writing or work that focus not just on the natural world— 
but that take in the wor(l)d as well—those that consider the interdisciplinary work 
within academic thought, as well as that within industrial practice and legal policy, 
focusing effort and attention to those spheres, worldviews, and perspectives that 
"insist on the basic interrelation of humanity and nature, and show how people can 
open to and be healed by nature's beauty" (15). 
And the Skeena River. Every year, sometimes twice a year, someone, sometimes 
families, slid in. Old cars, brand new cars, four-wheel-drive all-terrainers, logging 
trucks. And lives, swallowed whole by this huge grey whale. If it wasn't the river side of 
the highway, it was the mountains that slid down once a year, twice a year, caving in 
on travellers whether they were making business deals or going to a hockey 
tournament with all intentions of bringing home a trophy for the town. 
—Jean Rysstad (1997) 
Mountain Hemlock: Tsuga mertensiana (Bong) Carr. 
(view 3 
Traditional Japanese temple architecture is a direct, human reflection of hemlock 
trees, especially Shinto shrines, where the venerated Tsu-ga hybridize with the 
delicate grace of wildflower blossoms and the rugged pragmatics of northern 
mountain peaks: Niijo, Kinkaku pavilion, Todaiji, Kiomizu. As slope-angled 
expressions of strength in organic form, their terse branch wings curve and droop to 
shed water and snow, this year's growth always hooking upwards in bright green 
feathers to snag whatever light will sluice by. Shaped by wind, the weight of constant 
precipitation, and darkness, foliage projections are highly variable, jutting branches 
wild expressions of agility and lift, randomized into dense, explosive shags up and up 
dusky trunks, their bark splitting into furrowed scales. Often, large young trees half or 
even fully collapse as the nurse logs they have been standing upon crumble into dust 
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below their weight. Sometimes broken, but usually just bent over onto one knee, they 
strain and continue upwards across and slowly back up through the rainforest, 
eventually curving into an upright 'pistolbutt.' 
Up the North Coast and still further up, deep within the Tongass, mountain 
hemlock accept slow murk within squat, dense stands, still knee-deep in July 
snowbanks, embracing the wind shadow of the Alaskan gyre from sea level at the 
Taku and up above Hoonah. They plough their way back into September drifts up to 
400 metres and higher all the way down at Kyuquot and Nuchatlitz on the west coast 
of Vancouver and Nootka Islands, living and growing in the tiniest energy sink 
windows. Here, between 400 to 1000 metres up higher up, mountain hemlock 
communities thin out into a mosaic of subalpine parkland, bogs and heaths, the 
meadows and rocky seepages dominated by tree-ruffle, red bryum, purple-worm 
liverwort, crowberry, partridgefoot and yellow mountain-heather. Fragmenting stands 
become increasingly irregular and open up to timberline, isolating into sparse and 
stunted spire clumps. In lee pockets against the wind, they hold on in singles and 
pairs, up and still up with broken tops and jagged foliage, grey resilience and green 
winglets up bracing up (BC MoF). Where subalpine conditions meet the surf, further 
and further up the coast and north—another kind of up—beyond Yakutat and Chilkat, 
along the mnemomic mountain and river pegs of the Eyak, the Tutchone, and the 
Dena'ina, out along the Gulf of Alaska, mountain hemlock grapple form as gnomic 
shrub bonsai. Here, they persevere, surviving for 500 years on moderate ground, most 
typically only 250, but telling; rarely, up to 1000 years lucky, up out and up (Pojar 
and MacKinnon 23, 31). 
A miscellaneous western softwood that loggers on the North Coast have long-
considered to be either too far or just in the way, Tsuga mertensiana is still viewed 
mainly as a junk wood. Still, although it is harder to find than in most other conifers, a 
prime, sound log is highly prized. Not surprisingly, as the rate of industrial logging of 
the lower elevation species has begun to rapidly conclude amidst repeated cycles of 
irrational overcut, new investigations of k'aang (as the Xaaydaa call hemlock) as an 
important timber resource are beginning to increase (Turner 93). Even as industry 
seeks scientific data that will allow its management plans to continue, forest biologist 
K.C. Swedeberg states that, in the higher elevation discontinuous forests (1670-
1770m) of the Pacific Northwest where mountain hemlock is most successful, it is 
also the most ecologically important tree; as well, in 1993 it was included in a world 
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list of threatened conifer species (36, Farjon and others 12). In the rugged coastal 
inlets and islands that the Tlingit call home, the CWH zone is a faint membrane of 
green snaking in and out of inlets right down at sea level. Here, yan reaches north as 
the last stoics of the extreme weather fringe along the Kunai peninsula, bracing 
themselves as stress-tolerant stanchions along the wild, northern seacoasts (Thornton 
206, Pojar and MacKinnon 31). The last holdouts of the upland bogs and the roughest 
terrain subalpine and alpine, mountain hemlock shade and provide windbreak for the 
krummholz stagger of other species such as Sitka spruce and Pacific silver fir, and are 
the last living uprights to be found on the bare knob headwaters of the Kwinamass and 
the Kshwan. What the Gitxsan call hlkuugan, mountain hemlock grow high up high, 
and just before they become krummholz themselves, their tops are often torn-off or 
shattered by violent winter storms, their roots exposed by erosion to grope past rock 
into open air, their deformed, exiguous branches jutting against gales of rain and 
snow, and, always, still reaching upwards (Johnson 36). 
to novel inventive ways, understand to think. 
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Waking to T'imlax'aamit 
(Trail of Story: The Big Snow 
A long time passed, and T'imlax'aamit prospered once more, growing into a large city 
throughout the valley of 'Ksan. Again, the people came to lose touch with the value of 
their traditional teachings of respect for Nature. Once, during the time of the first 
salmon ceremony in the spring, a young prince was caught in a brief hailstorm while 
he and the others were distributing ceremonial offerings of cooked salmon to the 
people (63). Hagbegwatku writes that this young prince thought it absurd that such 
weather should occur to disrupt their celebration, and he was so bold as to say as 
much out aloud, up to the sky: "What sort of nonsense is this that it should hail at this 
time?" Several people heard the young prince's taunt of the Creator, but very few 
considered the ramifications of the foolishness of the prince's lack of respect. That 
very night the weather changed to freezing conditions and it began to snow, as if it 
were winter. 'Ksan froze over to such an extent that the people could no longer fish, 
and still the snow continued to deepen across the land, and this, along with the 
increasingly bad weather, kept the people from also being able to go out hunting. 
Unfortunately, this was the time of year when people's winter provisions were 
exhausted, and, as usual, they had been expecting to live off of the coming bounty of 
the land through the high time of the year. Instead, people starved and began to die in 
the thousands in T'imlax'aamit. The two sisters of the disrespectful young prince tried 
to come up with a plan to save the people, recalling their favourite fishing grounds, 
which were some distance farther away, near Gitsegukla. So they took their starving 
brother along on a sled, but he died during their travels. Yet the sisters continued on, 
and began to notice the weather improving. Soon they came to the edge of the snow 
and saw that the rest of the earth was immersed in the normal cycle of late summer 
weather, and they realized that the harsh winter conditions were restricted within the 
boundaries of T'imlax'aamit (65). Amazed, they managed to find sustenance along 
their way, finally arriving at their fishing grounds, where they thought of the starving, 
freezing people back home, which pressed them to work desperately to catch and 
smoke enough quantities of trout, which they then returned with quickly to 
T'imlax'aamit. But upon their return, they found that there were so few people alive, 
most of whom were dying from the extended winter weather and famine. 
Although the promised city had been given long ago by the Creator in the sky, 
the few who remained alive held a council and decided to abandon T'imlax'aamit, in 
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consideration of the many foolish choices the people had made over time and the 
many heavy punishments they had suffered in consequence. So it was that the people 
agreed to disperse: some migrated downriver, others wandered overland in many 
directions, all seeking new homes and villages at any number of distant locations. 
MasGaak, of the Gitxsan Treaty Council, told Glavin that he believes some refugees 
went as far as the Kitlope, while some went to Kemaano, and some to Hartley Bay 
(46). Daly writes that, as recounted in the Medeek Adaawk', many refugees of the 
Gitxsan dispersal "were taken in and hosted by neighbouring settlements until the 
additional human predation on the main subsistence species led to enmity between the 
refugees and their hosts" (173). 
I am the forest and the field's lover. 
As I rustle ahead among the reeds, 
a green epistle, modesty folded, 
gets into my pocket, before I know it, 
and as I walk in the dark parts of the woods, 
crescent-shaped lip marks 
cover my elbows and pants. 
—Miyazawa Kenji (1923) 
I was waterproofed from head to toe.... The trees were dripping. I had no idea of time. 
—Richard Brautigan (1971) 
this is a stellar's jay screeching out of a hemlock tree, is a grey snag hanging 
with lichen, a broken branch essay trailing an old man's beard into a lagoon 
is a collapsed fence with shreds of white grocery bags blown up from highway 16 
is a wet poem dropped at the outskirts of town, let go from a Gitanmaax hand 
taken from a restaurant owned by a punjabi-canadian businessman 
is a discarded map of rent paid to a scots-canadian landlord, all within the status 
of a substantive, "working for the clampdown" between 1864 and 1866 
where "the colonial government assumed the upper hand...with racist policies 
of economic development" where limber leases [were given] to European loggers 
...to the exclusion of aboriginal peoples" with "synchronized watches at 18.05" 
"ha! gitalong! gitabng!" is an attempt to read the thin, cut edge of prose, not the face 
of a page, flat in front, is a laughing girl standing on the wings of a hummingbird 
is a grim-faced priest in Kispiox who orders a row of carved poles cut down 
with chainsaws and laid as sleepers to bear the brunt of the catholic church 
this is where, in September of 1905, another conformist Scandinavian migrant 
hans helgeson, is a yes-man for the federal department of fisheries is south 
is come north with a government-sponsored survey party, is instructions 
to find and intimately detail, then completely destroy every First Nations 
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fish-trap system he can find, is along the upper skeena and tributaries east 
is up the Babine, the Tatche, the fifteen-mile, the Tiltitcha, the beaver 
the Kispiox, the blackwater, the Gitwangak, the nass, is flowing south 
—helgeson, is a patriotic extension, is a pressure point of the british-canadian 
business aristocracy, is north from victoria and east from the greed manhandle 
of cannery owners grasping across the north coast, is feeling the squeeze of the lack 
of cheap labour due to the experience and efficiency of native fishers 
running their own sophisticated economy, as is, as they have for centuries 
for millennia, forever afterwards reduced to leaving by rail to rupert to edward 
to the fall to beg for jobs, is to unload white and japanese boats, is to gut, is to cut 
is to clean red salmon that will not return, is to step off the peak of Stikyoo'denhl 
into fog and empty air and is not to have boulders magically appear under your feet 
in 2011, "working for the clampdown" at 3 a.m., is "freezing fog in mid-november, 
downhill all the way I how I wish the roads were straighter," is where the Tsimshian 
Nisga'a, and Gitxsan girls got no choice with 60 to 90 % unemployment 
but to hitchhike 60 to 90 clicks home, is to terrace, is to prince rupert, is to Gitsegukla 
from parties scattered in the burbs, in the bush, is a b'gwus laughing and bumbling 
about nothing along ceaseless white lines, is a foggy knife drunk past ts'iliks 
(where the water barely covers the rock yet where there is no visible wave) 
of 100 % boredom, is where a kid goat is thrown repeatedly into the fire, is where a culture is 
transformed into a third world dumping ground for the first, is a norwegian sweater 
with a lack of shits and giggles, extirpated sea otters, halibut and abalone, ancestors "watching 
in a forest of eyes" up where a one-homed mountain goat dances and kicks the four comers of 
the hall, is a punishment, a lesson, "keep your eyes glued to the floor" is acculturation 
a force-fit assimilation, where "no-one's gonna save your life" with the promise of future instant 
gratification, while "risks increase with sustained leisure I courting death so ill at ease" 
is missing out on something, anything, somewhere, everywhere, nowhere but here 
is a distant diagonal drop down an east hastings alley way of why it is all so fucked 
up is where logging roads, clearcuts, and slashpiles reek with evidence, mossing-over 
while girls decorate their hair with the bones of trout, a giant golden beast rising from a lake 
this is a round glistening snare, is a self-indulgent carelessness, is a remote blacktop loop 
from p.g. to rupert to the discreet untidy municipal marigold dog shit of former provincial 
court judge david William ramsay, is prowling the twin confluence of extraction and export 
is the asphalt of affluence, a pulpmill effluent insolvency, is a mr p.g. rivet smile, his tin erection 
not even a woody casino release, is an appetite for underage first nations girls, the patriarchy 
of sexual violence, is so many sisters stolen, silenced, lost, "orders given books cooked 
on the fourth of the third," is so many atavistic grandfathers and sons, fathers and uncles 
not just white predator predeterminates but assimilated native men mixed in and up and lost 
to the genocide patrol of fear, of abuse and despair, of alcoholism, and empty, is both ways 
up and down white lines, is the world's largest fly-fishing rod, is the world's largest supermill 
is the world's largest dead stuffed grizzly bear, is yet another of the world's girls raped 
by her stepfather, her uncle, in front of her brothers, under Stikyoo'denhl, is an owl, exhausted 
swimming in black oil, is an otter grinning, eating away the tongue and the eyes of the dead 
watching, is learning, is love and sadness, is Hagwilget in old town, listening to a stellar's jay 
screech out of a hemlock, is the exhaust from idling trucks rising through grey, carved poles 
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Transect 20 
Mountain profiles bristle dark coverings and become tall wonderings. But, at 
ts 7 'winhl sga 'nist (Gitxsan for mountain peak) we should all look down (Johnson 
45). These giant M and W words serrate phrasal succession from ridge to valley to 
ridge—the extent of a Gitxsan Wilp, a Tsimshian Laxyuup, a Haisla Wa 'wais—the 
heritable territories that very often include all of the valleys and peaks within a closed 
sequence of mountain ridges, including major watersheds and creeks, right up to their 
smallest upland headwaters, "known by the human activities and unique events 
peculiar to them," as owned by the family affiliation House group (Daly 243, 
McDonald 49). Just as First Nations peoples avert their eyes in the presence of their 
elders as a protocol of courtesy, they also do so in the presence of Stikyoo 'denhl, the 
"Home of the Mountain Goats," Mount Rocher de Boule, and many other prominent 
mountains (Daly 181). As we learned earlier from Tlingit elder Sedaya of the 
Yanyedi, Elizabeth Nyman, mountains were once people, and just as it would be 
impolite to stare at a person, it is equally improper to do so at a mountain. Nancy J. 
Turner tells us that "even today, the mountains may reveal their human or 
supernatural traits and must be treated with special deference," and so it is that even to 
point or look directly at certain mountains is to make a gesture of disrespect (Earth's 
90). 
All across these mountains and mountains and mountains—tusks, saddles, and 
spires—amazing things grow, more than the obvious coverings of rainforests and all 
of the rich cultures and communities whose survival depends upon treating them 
appropriately—which is another way of thinking about ethical, sustainable, 
intergenerational, and interspecies-sensitive practices. These vast mountain and valley 
ecosystems, as Linda Hogan writes, are "the containers for our lives," they are 
repositories of the mystery of natural laws that precede our own and they "rule us 
whether we acknowledge it or not" (45-46). Just as a tiny blue chanterelle may be a 
hyperbolic model for the universe itself, and the prickly rhizome sprawl of the devil's 
club summarize the essence of hermit medicine, even the smallest stones are 
mountains in microcosm, they are refractions of geological upheavals that can be held 
in the palm of the hand and encapsulate the literal histories and herstories of the 
earth's earliest changes. Truly, not a thing on the earth is an inanimate chunk of 
nothing except for what humankind damages by transforming it into a wholly non­
biodegradable trash. 
129 
Here on the North Coast, what the mountains and Indigenous rainforests 
should be doing the most is humbling: humbling people, acts, thoughts and words, 
humbling through any syntactical form, from any vantage of revered distance or 
intractable scale. The closer I get to a mountain and the deeper I am set within a 
rainforest, the smaller I become, the less I speak, the more I listen, becoming stilled 
and revealed by the "sound of shushing cedar branches," as Lee Maracle phrases it 
perfectly, having waited and watched in silence (Ravensong 64). Up on the mountain, 
down under the trees, if you try to so much as walk, even like a Tsimshian, you will 
most likely be frustrated. This is no place for two-legged creatures in any kind of a 
hurry. Crowding in and out to the laps of snaking lakes dropped into spiral valleys, up 
and down the jostled shoulders of bear-tooth mountains folding-in on themselves, 
these Indigenous rainforests are all green: green like you've hardly imagined green 
can green. North Coast forests don't just start here and end there—valley by valley, 
creek meeting river, descending or spreading separately across ravine walls—they end 
only in the limit of the human body's ability to traverse, or within the human mind's 
lack of imagination in considerations of depth, while hemlock trees provide thousands 
and thousand of examples as they hold almost infinite resolution and attention to a 
ridge, a rock, a crevice or a ledge. 
Up and up there, and there—look, where inhuman heights of elevation, 
ecology, and weather shrivel alpine trees into hlkuugan (the Gitxsan term for scrubby 
mountain hemlock) and sba ts 'ex (timberline krummholz) that still attempt but might 
or might not survive (Johnson 36). A forest is a lone mountain hemlock tree 
punctuating the edge of a cliff—the same size and scale as one of the ornamental 
junipers that hug the concrete amidst McDonald's burger wrappings and cigarette 
butts along the sidewalks in Terrace. One here, another there, out along the cut edge 
where granite can do little to shape the force of wind. Look. No bigger than a wooden 
eagle that has been opening its wings for three hundred years, with wiry roots wedged 
into cracks of mountain crests that have not changed their minds about falling away, a 
few snow-polished compasses spiral point the way to the next valley and to 
Simoigetdamla ha—the "First Man" or "Heavenly Father" of Gitxsan narratives 
(Hagbegwatku 13). Looking closer, down on your belly, taking the green-grey pipe-
cleaner crown of a forest in your hands: here, a few tiny purple-brown seedcones still 
manage to form, every summer. And the wind, it rattles and loosens a tiny, winged-
legacy out of these hardy time capsules, tossing them to be caught and thrown into the 
130 
next valley, into the next millennium. Look, because looking, as Maracle reminds us, 
is "not just a matter of seeing what's there, but seeing what could be" (65). And a few 
more steps up, there, now the lichen take over, spreading out amongst the withered 
grey octopi of dead tree assay and crumble, and stone, stone, stone. Truly, some 
would remark that this is where I should climb, to consider editing so many 
overwrought pages down to their proper, reduced size. Out on the crest, minute 
proliferations of lichen upon rock and dappled grey antlers of wood are still kinds of 
forests, they are woodland necessity in miniature—alpine lichen text poetry—all of 
which will sprawl again, down into another immense profusion. But up here, in their 
cooperative materiality, algae and fungus work resolutely in interdependent 
reciprocity to slowly speckle-colonize broad tracts of otherwise bare stone. Look. 
Arborist Julian Dunster and biogeographer Katherine Dunster write that lichens utilize 
tiny rhizines—a tufted and brushlike, filamentous hyphae, the typical organs of 
attachment for lichens—to invade the surfaces and crevices of rocks, eventually 
disintegrating stone into enough dust that the seed of a mountain hemlock or a silver 
fir can blow in and stick, sprouting to life in a thin layer of moist, new soil (267). 
As we make distinctions between the massive scale of a lower elevation stand 
of old-growth rainforest, the kind that has burst (like this written text) as massive 
upright whales out of fern, moss, devil's club and huckleberry, and a tiny forest of 
stunted gnomics, those that hang or jut here and there as a tough ivy from alpine 
cliffs, the Indigenous rainforest itself also makes distinctions and notices differences 
about human activity, and the greater biotic community passes its own judgements, 
diffused at various levels throughout the biosphere. "There is no emptiness in the 
forest," as anthropologist Richard Nelson writes, "no unwatched solitude, no 
wilderness where a person moves outside moral judgement and law" (Island 13). 
Sharing the lessons he gathered from the Koyukon of Alaska, Nelson explains that the 
"trees are aware of whatever happens around them, and like all living things they 
participate in a constant interchange of power," with some species of trees in 
particular having "a heightened sensitivity towards humans" (ibid). John Corsiglia, 
who has worked extensively with the Nisga'a, Xaaydaa, and Ahousaht peoples, thinks 
and types as deeply into the Indigenous soil, that from which all representations of 
human art and thinking originally arise. Corsiglia writes that "we live in a world of 
energies where appearances may not always reveal underlying realities; our thoughts 
represent a way of connecting with this world of energies; there are clues about us 
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that we may see if we use our minds properly" (231). Just as anthropologist Berkes 
writes that traditional peoples believe that the grey jay, or whiskey jack, "hovers 
about hunting camps, checking to see that nothing is wasted," so anthropologist 
Turner states that disrespected kincentric entities punish "the greed of the 
unthinking," although we know that it is so often the Indigenous peoples themselves 
who mainly bear the brunt of this punishment, while the industrial corporations who 
extract resources and despoil ecosystems remove themselves to their urban centres to 
bask in the immediate wealth of profit-taking from a purposefully measured distance 
(87, Earth's 128). 
With an international view, Vandana Shiva points out this injustice where she 
repeats what Niti Mai, a tribal woman from rural India, had to say about the 
industrialization of her people's Indigenous lands: "Real development happens when 
the people exercise their rights. We shouldn't have to give up our rights for someone 
else's benefits. We want development, not destruction" (14). The immediately 
tangible objects that the Indigenous rainforest does pay attention and respond to 
become the differences between those processes and activities that give life and those 
that do not. The former it can respond to creatively through transformation and 
recycling, while the latter only disrupts or impedes retransformation, blocks it 
altogether, or worse. Ecosystems respond to the pragmatics of openness, to Real 
opportunities, to material changes that operate within the relative scope of evolutive 
processes. What does this mean beyond an abstraction on paper, or, better stated, what 
kinds of entities are best adapted to a productive life on the North Coast? 
One interesting quality that forest scientists Roberta Parish and Joseph A. 
Antos point out is that, while tree species' composition in North Coast rainforests are 
near equilibrium, the temporal scale of this stability varies among tree species (573). 
What this comes down to is that the ever-changing conditions within old-growth 
stands are matched by the various species' ability to adapt to various opportunities, 
which creates optimal levels of biological and age diversity, a situation that indicates 
profound levels of biocomplexity. Possessing a profound diversity in stratification of 
ages and species arises out of the complex situation of the greatest variety of 
possibilities within the patch dynamic regime of small-scale windthrow disturbances, 
climate, geological, and biological factors unique to the perhumid rainforest. Forest 
scientist Andrew B. Carey clarifies this picture in his analytic description of variety 
and variability in old-growth forests in the Pacific Northwest. Making sense by 
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looking at an illustrated (albeit, literary) example, when multiplying the length and 
width of its boundaries with the overall greater height of its trees, an old-growth 
rainforest (just like this seemingly burgeoning text) is actually seen to produce a 
volume of space that contains a greater overall capacity to support life (62). Within 
this configuration of maximum potential there are also deeper space-per-area 
dimensions expressed within the inner workings of individual trees—for example, 
within crevices of bark, and encompassing the greater branch size and the greater 
sizes of cracks and cavities behind plates of bark and under larger, more elevated 
roots (ibid). 
Again, thinking in terms of the Indigenous rainforests and how they thrive and 
survive, Parish and Antos classify conifers of the ancient montane forests of coastal 
BC as having the "ability to grow extremely slowly," possessing key adaptive features 
such as "an impressive ability to tolerate major stresses" "and to persist in the face of 
adversity" (562, 572). As this research accurately characterizes, this is "life in the 
slow lane"; as well, Parish and Antos affirm that the montane conifers of the North 
Coast are not to be viewed as "competitors" but as "stress tolerators" (571). This 
sounds just as Tahltan elder Alex Jack describes his own people's continued 
persistence in their homeland of the Stikine, where he speaks of "survival, of winter 
winds so strong the caribou froze, of times when his people ate nothing but spruce 
bark," where his people were once forced to settle for several years at a place where 
life was so difficult that Jack could not rightly characterize it as a place they had 
lived: "Here," as he tells ethnobotanist Wade Davis, "is where we survived" (108). 
And yet they are still there, remembering and continuing life-long connections to the 
Storied Land, maintaining contemporary adaptations of subsistence patterns of 
TEKW, even as the mixed blessing and curse of the global paradigm of technological 
consumerism encroaches steadily into the deeper, road-free regions of northern 
British Columbia. 
True: trees and whole stands of them die every season of their own accord or 
from the greater biotic forces or 'will' of weather patterns and biological outbreaks at 
work upon or within the ecosystems themselves. From the edge of the Tongass, 
anthropologist Richard Nelson writes that the Indigenous peoples "cut trees from this 
forest, but whatever they used remained here....A tree used in that way is little 
different from one thrown down in a storm: its own land will have it back, spirit and 
body, still rooted within its place on earth" (Island 59). Today, the original peoples of 
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the Indigenous rainforest still call this place home. Some are as assimilated as the 
average citizen of consumer society, yet many still dwell here in interbeing, and treat 
the Land accordingly. This is what the 'backwordsy' coastal writer and publisher 
Howard White points to where he examines how Indigenous life along the coast 
thrived. Once, local reciprocal economies knowledgably utilized what was available, 
but the difference between this history and how things have changed since the arrival 
of Europeans "is how far / Indian is from White how far / learning is from knowing 
how / far we are from this ragged place" (62). In his poem, White refers specifically 
to the aroma and taste of oolachan (Thalicthys pacificus) grease, a local food delicacy, 
repugnant to the first immigrant settlers and still alien to most of Canadian society, 
much as a great deal of the hidden, most important, inner workings of North Coast 
relationships continue to be: "and however far you are from loving that," White 
reveals, "is how far you are / from arriving" (62, 63). 
Drove up the logging road 
3 miles before I realized 
it wasn't going anywhere. 
—George Stanley (1983) 
Devil's Club: Oplopanax horridus (J.E. Sm.) Miq. 
(view 3 
Cukilanarpak, as the Alutiiq of Kodiak call devil's club, is in the Ginseng family 
(Araliaceae) and snakes its long, multiple limbs up nutrient-rich seepages, across 
floodplains and tumbling over stream-edges of the CWH zone, on into the sub-boreal 
spruce (SBS), interior cedar-hemlock (ICH), and Engelmann spruce-subalpine fir 
(ESSF) zones of the interior (Pojar and MacKinnon 82; Klinka, Rrajina et al 173). 
Erect and sprawling, devil's club effectively guards the saturated capillary waterways 
and the fragile communities of its symbiotic associates: three-leaved foamflower, oak 
fern, sweet-scented bedstraw, baneberry and lady fern. Climbing steep green with 
surging hoses of the same, it adds necessary compost to the heavily leached, often 
gleyed, acidic, calcareous black-brown organic soils that it builds up itself with the 
annual shedding of its massive leaves (Klinka, Krajina et al 173). Both its octopus 
limbs and the veins of its oversize maple-form leaves are covered in a constant 
excurrently overlapping of long, straw-coloured spines. Heshkeghka'a, as it is called 
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by the Outer Inlet Dena'ina of the Kenai peninsula, grows a terminal fruit cluster 
within a bright red mass of elongated pricks, poisonous to humans but perfect food for 
grizzly bears in September and October. Quite literally "the drug store of the north," 
wi'qas, as it is called by the Henaaksiala of the Kitlope, does not avoid reality, nor 
does it allow any who stumble upon it or through it without care to imagine they are 
anywhere but right here (Reidy and Reidy-Zieglar). 
As forest biologist Robin Wall Kimmerer affirms, "to the attentive observer, 
plants reveal their gifts" (101). Yet it was not love at first sting for nature writer 
Robert Michael Pyle, who seems to have given devil's club only one regrettable 
grasp, afterward comparing its formidable leaves to the medieval torture device the 
Catherine Wheel; and, as he states, flippantly, disrespectfully, ahistoricizing hundreds, 
perhaps thousands of years of carefully accumulated First peoples knowledge: 
"devil's club has no life-giving properties; life-arresting might be more like it" (67). 
Denigrating the hidden or misunderstood nature of entities is the most negative and 
common trope of the frontier aesthetic of the immigrant-settler ideology. This is the 
view that leads to subjugation and destruction. Despite Pyle's negative appraisal, 
which I have heard repeated countless times from many northern residents and local 
foresters, I have found, through many often painful forest perambulations, combined 
with just a bit of online node sequencing, and running a few literary tie-lines, that a 
little research can go a long way to growing respect. 
Ethnoecologist Johnson, who spent many years working with and studying 
medicinal plant uses with the Gitxsan, Witsuwit'en, and many other Indigenous 
Peoples, writes about devil's club in a 2006 edition of the Journal of Ethnobiology 
and Ethnomedicine. Johnson reiterates some of what we have already learned, that the 
species "is the most frequently mentioned and widely used medicinal plant," writing 
that 83 % of Indigenous peoples west of the Rocky Mountains reporting extensive and 
varied knowledge of its properties. Most commonly it was used as a tonic, but it was 
also applied in decoctions for respiratory illnesses, tuberculosis, treatment of arthritis, 
as both a heart and blood medicine. Johnson notes that McCutcheon and her 
colleagues demonstrated the species to have antibacterial and antimycobacterial 
properties, as well as uncovering antiviral effects against respiratory syncytial virus. 
Their studies also revealed particularly impressive results against Mycobacterium 
tuberculosis and M. avium, with complete inhibition after only a twenty milligram 
extract of Oplopanax horridus. Johnson writes that Kobaisy and others have isolated 
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four polyynes from devil's club bark, which demonstrates strong antimycobacterial 
activity, noting that there is the potential for developing anti colon-cancer medication, 
as well as indications of hypoglycaemic properties for regulating blood sugar levels in 
diabetes patients. Wrongfully named by its European conquerors, devil's club, 
Oplopanax horridus, is, to say the very least, not mean-spirited, it's quite the 
opposite. Wi'qas is spiny, dangerous, and demands human respect because it is very 
important-spirited. 
Another tenet of indigenous plant knowledge is that we can learn a plant's use by 
where it occurs. For example, it is well known that a medicinal plant frequently occurs 
in the vicinity of the source of the illness... .It expands the question beyond how [the 
plant] lives beside a creek, to the question of why, crossing over a boundary where 
plant physiology cannot follow. 
—Robin Wall Kimmerer (2003) 
The country knows. If you do wrong things to it, the whole country knows. It feels 
what's happening to it. I guess everything is connected together somehow, under the 
ground. 
—Lavine Williams, Koyukon elder (1975) 
Blue Chanterelle: Polyozellus multiplex (Under.) Murr. 
(view 3 
Exuding the redolence of earthy black liquorice, their fresh aroma is rich, intoxicating 
and sweet: a unique perfume of beautiful inky fruit. Quite simply, they smell purple-
blue. On the few extremely rare occasions that I find blue chanterelles, I have been 
lucky enough to come home with a kilogram or more crammed into the back pocket 
of my cruiser's vest. Out on Tow Hill, biologist Elin Price told me that on Xaaydaa 
Gwaay they develop into masses of hundreds, sometimes up to a metre across 
(personal communication). True story: in 2009, as usual, I was working in the bush 
for a small forestry consulting company. I spent fives days a week out in the forest 
doing fieldwork, from the end of April until the end of August. On my very last day 
of work I took along Lisa's digital camera, which was the only time in the entire 
season that I had brought such a thing with me into the field. During my last few 
weeks of work I had been up in an area north of the Morice River, just south of the 
Tazdii Wyiez Bin Burnie-Shea provincial park—and, as was so often the case, I was 
right in the complex of transition zones where the sub-boreal spruce (SBS), 
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Engelmann spruce-subalpine fir (ESSF), mountain hemlock (MH) and coastal western 
hemlock (CWH) zones all converge and intertwine. And, I found some blue 
chanterelles near the end of this last day, while I was walking straight across a north 
aspect slope of dense late successional fir and devil's club that was filled with an 
understory of struggling hemlock saplings. These were the only blue chanterelles that 
I had found since the autumn of 2005, and here I was, on my last workday of the 
season, on the one day in the whole season that I had brought a camera with me. 
Wonder. Validation. Providence. Photographic proof. Supper. Apart from the private 
ecological bliss of a few ecstatic mushroom hunters who work up culinary bucolics 
with skillets, as far as my research has uncovered, blue chanterelles are too rare and 
obscure to merit attention by even the most persistent or cantankerous poets of the 
temperate rainforest. So, I write. Story of my life. 
Environments are social and economic as well as physical, and all rather intricately 
bound up. The land and sea are the same land and sea as they were before the white 
man came but the total environment is as changed as day from night, 
—Alan Fry (1970) 
pushing a hemlock 
out of decomposition: dark blue sporocarps—a silver-flock, a cluster, small 
blue some-thing blue, some-what brittle; a purple-white lips, muticous clutch, tiny 
; think: other-than-human—blue to black-violet blue-pseudo-bluebird wings 
wet-folded, pushing incrementals, a whorling out: of five-leaved bramble, curly iota 
ground cedar, tangle moss—bowed bows, a multi-petal amphibial flourish 
a rainforest mathematic 
no blunt phallus: the hyperbolic equivalent of a cone—fragile, alive 
an inspiral blue funnelform, a tissue ink opaque, a gatherings 
soft pseudospheres of old-growth geometry, sheaves up-curling 
; each: a hummingbird-small nook—twenty-blue-three or so myco-tongues, earth ears 
remote hearing under duff: out of brown-season needles, shade—fruit flowers, minute 
from a twig-grey litterfall, a placed root-place, the knuckles of a true fir, a flush 
; a leathery splashes: ink firm in air—blue spoon-flesh spooning spoon-flesh 
nudging scale, a scale 
of spruce bark: upfurling—slightly fibrillose to rough-glabrous 
overflapping multiples wavering, fused within fermentation 
; plano-convex and flabelliform: violaceous—counterintuitive edges 
half-drinking a stellar's jay squall, half-hearing a first snowrain fall 
; purple-blue duck feet: undulations of anexactitude—swimming moss 
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bursting humus 
a silver-blue fens: a splays, decurrent hymenial ridges, a salamander wing twirl 
anastomosing, a forkings—a patterns of river deltas, an imprints of electron trees 
a maps of the universes, mushrooming gtomerations under a cranberry leaf 
; dorsal capsides: converging pleats of hyperbolic logic—blue concolorous blue 
zonal, concentric bands: a slate grey bronze, a cerulean cobalt—a conical taper 
ventral ridges warping—faint sky blue, coal black, pale violet, mouldering 
finger-pinches form out of old-growth associates, above and below, a rotting life 
nano whale fluke 
blue chanterelles: Riemannian manifolds of negative Gaussian curvature 
breaching small liverwort seas—a green rusting runcible diagrammar 
the old mathematical conundrum, a theory that the nature of the universe 
is hyperbolic: that the universe is blue-violaceous, that the universe is delicious 
and can be held in the hand, and is almost never infested with maggots 
You must leave your subjective preoccupation with yourself.... Otherwise you impose 
yourself on the object and do not leam. Your poetry issues of its own accord when you 
and the object have become one—when you have plunged deep enough into the 
object to see something like a hidden glimmering there. 
—Matsuo Bash6 (circa 1686) 
you who hurry toward leviathan woods, 
you who walk into the gloom of clouds and mountains, 
fasten up your raincoat, damn it. 
—Miyazawa Kenji (1922) 
Transect 21 
Part of where this prose-poem-essay rhizomatically forgoes explicit meaning is a 
function of how poetry impels us of its own accord, in any surrounding and from 
whatever background we might come from. This is meant to be a partial expression of 
what the other-than-human realms of the Indigenous rainforest ask us with their 
expressions of bewilderment. Yet one need not be First Nations, or a poet, not even 
just one bit of either, to be affected by the ecosophical aesthetics of wild places or 
places that once were wild—places like a strip-mine, a clearcut, Highway 16, or the 
living room in your home in town. I seldom pause more with reflection upon 
outcomes and effects, about what is gained versus what is lost, and on and on, than at 
the cut edge: where the field of stumps meets the abrupt line of ribbons fading along 
the seam of diagonal stacks of windthrow timber. This zone contains a great deal of 
the same kind of tension that poetry generates. This is another distinct genre of place, 
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one where the machines arbitrarily stopped and the denuding of the wild has 
momentarily halted. This is the semiotic space where the Other faces the Imperialist, 
the dissident faces the hegemony. This line where falling and standing meet often 
collapses into a steeple barricade, forming a tangled entrance into the shaded, intact 
rainforest. Yet at this arresting, conflicted interface, where the recent clearcut sweeps 
of industrialization meet ancient timberline cycles of healing transition and 
succession, I have seen, heard and learned, in my own brief time, just enough of a bit 
to realize that I only understand a little, and that there is so much more. This line is 
where I meet and negotiate the edge effects that play out in the tension between my 
apprenticeship with and yet my resistance of Globalization. As well, this is where my 
avocation to witness and learn something of the grammar of the wild began, even 
now, as I learn in consideration of those who were here before, those who have 
thousands of years of ingrained experience of culture and consciousness. 
The edge of the clearcut is not just a boundary between individual volume 
designations of stumpage rates and the rippling edge effects within a standing 
rainforest, this is also a psychological interface, a zone where reflexivity snaps back 
and forth and rattles the conscience. Then and now, I step, daily, in and out of the 
reality of an anthropogenic, Indigenous forest, one that has, in most cases, been 
illegally possessed and industrialized by imperial forces and colonial laws, 
transformed and degraded into both a mythological wilderness and a naturalized stand 
of second growth crop trees. "We live simultaneously within such views," as Maori 
decolonization theorist Ngati Awa and Ngati Porou, Tuhiwai Smith writes, "while 
needing to pose, contest and struggle for the legitimacy of oppositional or alternative 
histories, theories and ways of writing" (39). Recontextualizing only slightly Tuhiwai 
Smith's phrase from her critique of Western history, here to its actual residue in the 
Real World of Indigeneity, I propose that in this context there must be alternatives for 
emancipation from colonialist history, from its hierarchical and patriarchal theories, 
and from the many similar modes of writing as commodity that continue to 
disseminate its destructive work. 
This is what this (picture a gesture of open space between open hands) is all 
about. Not just a prose-poem-essay of personal, improvisational rhizomatics, but quiet 
and slow approaches to massive tree root formations of venerability. Noticing the 
bewildering, hidden mysteries of mycelial connectivity. However, throughout living 
my day-to-day life in Canadian society, it seems that the useful things I have been 
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working to leam for decades are utterly useless—at least, it seems that they are mostly 
perceived as such. 
The City dreams of a balance. 
Of finding land under its feet. 
Of exchanging commodities that are not on fire. 
—Tom Wayman (1973) 
The earth flicks, twirls 
the feathery torque of its growth. 
Even spaces fall down, shatter, 
scatter away, the ratchet ofbirdsong 
repleting. To then pause, repeat. 
—Paulann Petersen (2006) 
(dead salmon dialectics: Yakoun. 
noting the processes of larger consumers and smaller microbials 
results in intuition results in conclusion 
wishing conk lesions 
polypores up and down 
amabalis fir dying and dead yew 
life renewed during thirty (or so 
wonderful phrasals (years 
varying dramatically with fluctuating consumers 
-"the Real Work" 
where nothing/everything happens 
throughout each literati stage 
dying and dead salmon 
decompositions 
gravity inevitable 
in phloem where everything /s/changing 
in poetry where image/wordings 
represent/change 
core sampling 
increment bore truths 
turns into 
'I don't like this' 
as soon as 
'this is not the way 
I could imagine it' 
moves to the side 
of art where death 
begins 
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POT (point of termination 
Locating datum in the field notes of here to there. Contiguous layers time slow compilations. 
Considerable, the answers of trees grow young boles into poetic questions, while many young 
poems bewilder the old root-rhizome phrase. Green resilience, leaves gather many kinds of 
knowledges: decomposing the ekphrasis of the human brain to spirit back through the eyes and 
forward through the earth—down into mycelia, "the neurological network of nature." Whole 
shelves of books forest transformation into potential nurse logs. Factory-processed, horizontal 
static stacks the vertical across libraries cut-off from the forest. 
Checklist for fieldworkers: Trees are reliable witnesses; some poets follow their laterals. Worm-
routed by trace heavy metals, clods of electric earth type dualities in plastic to virtual litter, 
fermentation, and humus (LFH) layers. Some maps assimilate the social while others 
interconnect with intangible elusives. Only a few essays thrive in god pockets. Some concrete 
moss to the goal of learning as their attempt. Some stories ground-truth transition along 
industrial mismapping missteps. Some map steps leave or miss larger imprints than others, 
and salmon rewrite themselves within trees to reveal which ones are which. 
Rural by urban threat, the prose-poem-essay works to deactivate forest service roads with the 
slow oxygen burn of academic ephemera. An altern-modern forbearance, mosses grow stop­
gaps—green scabs that ameliorate cartesian dualities, slow commercialization and resist 
standardization. Mountain hemlock trees often live for 700 years. Conifer cone crops peak 
every 7 years. My East Van haircut has been pterygoid for 7 months. This line took 7 seconds 
to write. In Prince Rupert, one ground-floor bookstore feeds knowledge to silverfish. 
Everywhere, dictionaries all flip open to gatefold illustrations of trees. 
Just as a poem should not be confused between "what it is and what it does," ecological 
science should not be confused between what it does and does not reveal. Young forests do 
more than sequester carbon and old forests do more than give what they take. Old redcedar 
forests produce medicine and culture and high levels of methane. While logging is a necessity 
it is not a sin, and sustainability is the closest thing we have to a guarantee. 10 nurse logs 
anywhere are worth more than 10 CEOs in terminal city, and registered professional foresters 
now joke that we log trees in order to do the paperwork required to log trees. 
What is it, exactly, that "the dude abides?" Forests are stands, and they will all fall before they 
will run. Multi-storied, salmon forests document reciprocation along natal rivers of phloem and 
xylem. Denuded, gift economies are liquidated and 'naturalized' along rotation periods stale-
dated by 'invisible hand' processes. Indigenous rainforests "stand beyond chronological time." 
Intermediates, traditional ecological knowledges deepen their pragmatics through the plastic 
temporal. Respect is not just a gimmick response to the equation of love + respect over 
solitude + time. It is waking to what resides: Hla goaym dup wil guul 'beensh. Shayaa shgaboo. 
Wee howtga hlguwoamhlg hlat tcka'noo ggaliplee. Lt/kwil anoacku ggaldoa gwa'a. Gwatga sh. 
Gyamga sha hla wil shamaaym. Dm ggadaawhlm dsihla dseewsh. Ahkjandee neehl ckdso'otsk 
shga 'naga wil ggaldsocfcm. Liksh'daa gyalck wil wun shgoosheedm. Kshagudsa aksh da 
shbaggiet loab. 'Lee huttga 'dsimaay da lack loab. Dm geegu 'naa nagoaga dm oom hoanm. 
Ahl dm shi/naaya'nee? oacka hoy 'gubatguuh/g hla ggashimaayt. Dm kshagyoafguu da 
Ta'gwaan da 'dsm boad. Hla gwalga lag. Ck-beeyaa. Goobl. Gui/dack. (adapted from Dum 
Baal-Dm). 
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